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CHAPTER L 



MYSELF. 



^^Awat! away! away! three cheers for freedom! and 
ho for the sunny South !" 

Such was my mental exclamation," as I stood on the 
hurricane deck of one of the finest and fastest of those 
grand '' floating palaces" of the West, and beheld the 
beautiful city of Louisville, Kentucky, receding from my 
view. I could have shouted aloud for joy — I felt such ar- 
dent exultation. I was just in the prime of life, full of 
romance, in good health, in glorious spirits, and bound for 
adventure. I was free, free as the winds of heaven, to 
roam wheresoever my fancy inclined. More than a month 
had elapsed since I had bidden adieu to my friends in the 
Old Dominion, and the first keen pang of separation was 
now over. Not that I had forgotten those I had left be- 
hind me— oh, no — memory of them could only cease with 
death ; but the pain of parting was beginning to be dulled 
by absence, and I felt like enjoying the present with my 

(11) 
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whole Boul, and trusting to God for the future. That 
future ! that unrecorded point of time ! shut in by a Toil 
through which no mortal eye can penetrate ! — could I then 
have seen it — could I then have known — ^But let me not 
anticipate. 

From my youth up, I had longed for novelty — to travel — 
to go abroad and see the world for myself — and now the 
great desire of my life was being gratified. And so it 
would have been years before, could I have had my own 
way ; but I was under age, and my father inexorable. 

" Wait, sir !" he would say, whenever I advanced the 
proposition : " you are a boy yet—a foolish boy — and 
don't know your own mind. Wait, sir, till you have at- 
tained your majority; and then you will be your own 
master, and can do as you please." 

"And depend upon it, father," I would reply, not alto- 
gether in the most amiable mood — " depend upon it, I shall 
make good use of my freedom !" 

And here, reader, as I trust we are to make a pleasant 
pilgrimage together, it may be as well that you know some- 
thing of one who is to be your companion. I know nothing 
of you, it is true ; but I see no good reason why you should 
be alike ignorant of myself — more especially as I am ex- 
tremely anxious to get into your good graces at the start. 
I will not detain you long, for I abhor a family yarn, spun 
out to the length and with the minuteness of the log of a 
three years' cruiser ; and besides, we shall have amusement 
and adventure enough on our journey, to fully occupy our 
time. Without more circumlocution, consider yourself 
seized by the button. 

In the first place, let me tell you, that we in the " Old 
Dominion," have a certain affinity to the moon — insomuch 
as, in no small degree, we shine by reflected light — or, in 
other words, our standard of respectability is established 
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bj our ancestors ; and as the great majority of us are all 
of the "first families," the precedence of superiority is 
only accorded to the longest lineage. In this regard, if in 
no other, I am about as respectable an acquaintance, of ' 
home production, as you will be likely to find. I genea- 
logically belong to that honorable class of individuals, 
known as the Cavaliers, who migrated to this country in * 
the time of Cromwell ; and therefore, when at home, I 
boast of the best blood of Old Virginia — though abroad I 
find it just as well to say nothing about it. 

My father inherited the name of Walton, and, at the 
death of his father, an estate worth fifty thousand dollars, 
exclusive of blacks enough to work the plantation — so that 
in the good things of this world, it may be said he had a 
very fair share at the start. He married an estimable and 
accomplished lady, who bore him three children — two 
daughters, and your humble servant. Alas ! to give me 
life, her own was sacrificed, and therefore I never enjoyed 
the blesbing of beholding my lamented mother. My infancy 
was taken charge of by a black nurse ; and as I grew in 
years and knowledge, my afiections were pretty equally 
divided between Old Moll, as we termed her, and my near- 
est kin. If I was in trouble, who so ready to listen to my 
childish sorrows as Old Moll ? and who so ready with kind 
and soothing words ? If I wanted a particular favor of 
my father, Old Moll was the medium through which I ob- 
tained it. If I was guilty of a wrong action, and my 
father sought to correct me, you should have seen Old 
Moll interpose her black, burly figure between me and my 
paternal ancestor, and beg me oiT with some such words as 
these : 

" N-n-now don't please, Massa Wal'on, dis time, don't I 
Little Hal not well : 'deed and 'deed he berry sick, massa !— « 
he cotch eber so much cold all last night, de poor chile !-— 
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'sides, massa, he got 'flammatory information of de stomachy 
de bowels, de congections ; and he neber do so agin, no 
more, I pledge you my word 'n honor, trne as gospel !" 
and seeing the least relentment on the part of my father, 
she would generally establish a peace, by catching me up 
into her arms and beating a hasty retreat from the seat of 
war. 

I did not always escape unscathed, it is true; for some* 
times the ridiculous pleadings of Molly made me laugh out- 
right ; and then I generally got the punishment I deserved. 
Poor Old Moll ! how I loved her ! and even now I recall 
her good-natured ebony visage, with tears in my eyes. 

As the reader has, doubtless, anticipated, I was christened 
Henry ; but for a long time I answered to no other appel- 
lation than Hal, generally with the adjective, little, pre- 
fixed ; and to this day, with a stature of nearly six feet, 
and a weight of thirteen stone, the elder citizens of Swans- 
down would never think of greeting me save as Little Hal. 
Among my playmates and schooU-fellows, I was sometimes 
termed Harry; but they generally adopted the shortest 
nick-name ; and as for Henry, I never heard myself ad- 
dressed so but once, and then by a very staid, precise, and 
venerable Methodist preacher. For the matter of being 
called Henry, I might as well have been christened Bar- 
tholomew, Nicodemus, or Nebuchadnezzar. 

As for my education, it was tolerably fair, as the world 
goes. I was never much of a book- worm : but I could 
fence, box, wrestle, dance, run, jump, ride a horse, shoot 
a rifle, and play whist or the fiddle, billiards or the banjo, 
with the best of them. I fear the reader will think none 
the better of me for these " vanity- fair" accomplishments ; 
but I must speak the truth, and console myself with the 
reflection, that if he don't like me as I am, it is a very 
•My matter for him to cut my acquaintante. As to per- 
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Bonal appearance, Old Moll always asseyerated, that ^* young 
Massa Wal'on was jest de hamsomcst buck in all Wargin'a," 
which was equivalent to saying in all the world, for her 
geographical knowledge extended not beyond the limits of 
the Old Dominion. As I never disputed her on this point 
when at home, I see no good reason for quarrelling with her 
opinion now that we are separated. 

My twenty-first anniversary, I flatter myself, was cele- 
brated in a style worthy of my ancestors and their de- 
scendants. The next day I felt unwell, and kept my bed; 
the second I was convalescent, much to my own delight 
and Old Moll's, who, out of pure kindness, would have 
killed me in a week with soups and gruel. My father now 
called me into the library, and said : 

*' Well, Hal, you are free ; and at my banker's, in Rich- 
mond, you will find ten thousand dollars deposited to your 
order. Is that satisfactory ?" 

'* It will do for the present," I answered. 

** Well, what do you intend to set yourself about first ?" 

'* Packing my trunks ; paying my score, and taking leave 
of my friends." 

** You are determined to go abroad, then?" 

" With your permission." 

" I have no control over you now. But for what part 
of the world are you bound*?" 

" I have not yet decided." 

*^ Well, my son, may the good God watch over, and 
heaven's blessings attend you !" and my father walked out 
of the library at a quicker pace than usual. 

In a week every thing was prepared for my journey, and 
otie fine morning I found myself taking leave of my friends. 
The trial was more severe than I had anticipated — but I 
was not one to falter in my resolution. I shook hands all 
round, and spoke the parting words in as strong a voice ai 
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I could command. I felt a choking in mj throat, and I 
tried to choke it down, but that only made it worse. My 
father hemmed, coughed, tried to sneeze, and finally ended 
by applying his handkerchief to his nasal organ, and mut- 
tering something about having caught a severe cold. My 
sisters wept — the blacks generally blubbered — ^but as for 
poor Old Moll, she yelled outright with hysterical emotion, 
and declared her old heart was '^ just broke into twenty 
hundred pieces," and that ^^ she'd die 'trait off 'fore de broke 
of 'nudder day." 

At last I was off; and the rumble of the vehicle, that 
bore me swiftly away from the scenes of boyhood — from 
the scenes that I loved — ^from home and its associations — 
seemed to strike on my heart like a death knell. I lay 
back in the carriage; and now that there were none to 
witness my emotion, I gave full vent to my pent up feel- 
ings, and paid a tribute to the past, and the friends behind 
me, in a flood of tears. 

On quitting my native land, I took with me one living 
remembrancer of by-gones, in the shape of a stout, healthy, 
good tempered negro servant. I had selected Tom for 
several reasons. In the first place, he was about my own 
age, and had long served i£»>> as a valet de chambre ; we 
had become mutually attached; and though some may 
smile to hear the assertion, yet it is no less true, we loved 
each other as brothers, but without overstepping the nicely 
drawn line of distinction between master and slave. In 
the second place, Tom was shrewd, intelligent^ though 
negrofied, and knew exactly how to humor me. In the 
third place, he was not unlike myself, bold, daring, fear- 
less, and had besides a rich vein of humor running through 
his ebony composition. In the fourth place,. like the law- 
yer's sixteen reasons, each one of which was conclusive, I 
could not do without him. 
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And now, haviDg introdnced myself to jou, reader, with 
such little etcetera as I have deemed proper, if you like 
me well enough to accept me for a travelling companion, 
rest assured it shall not bo my fault if we do not part 
friends at the end of the journey. 



CHAPTER n. 

A STRAKaS COMPANION, AND A STABTLXNGh INCIDENT. 

As I have -said in the opening of this narrative, that more 
than a month had elapsed since bidding farewell to my 
Triends, I have not thought best to trouble the reader with 
any detail of my journey thus far, more especially as no 
incidents occurred on my way hither worthy of note. Con« 
sider me therefore still on the hurricane deck of the Nep- 
tune, and bound for a southern clime. 

It was a clear, delightful morning, in the beginning of 
September, in the year of our Lord 1845. The sun had 
risen in golden splendor, and now ^hone brightly down 
upon the glassy bosom of La Belle Biviere, whose surface 
was like a mirror, save where the rushing steamer threw 
up a silvery spray, and sent a hundred tiny wavelets danc- 
ing to the shore. A soft south breeze, sweeping over the 
green hills of old Kentucky, gently fanned my brow, and 
gave me invigorating relief from the recent heats of quih- 
zner. I was, as I have said, in an exulting mood ; and as 
I stood and gazed upon the green shores, and beheld here 
and there a picturesque hamlet, on either land, I felt as if 
I could love every body, and every thing ; and I poured 
forth ray gratitude in a silent prayer to the great Giver of 
all good. 

At length I turned to descend to the cabin, when I espied 
my servant approaching me, accompanied by a very gen- 
teel young man, dressed in black. 

*' Dat massa," said Tom, pointing to me ; and then, 

(18) 
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if his mission were finished, he made a low bow, and dis- 
appeared. 

The stranger approached me with a smile, a slight in- 
clination of the head, and holding out his hand, said : 

" Mr. Walton, I hope you will allow me the pleasure of 
renewing our acquaintance ;" and then perceiving by my 
look and manner that he was not recognized, he added ; 
^* You have forgotten me, I see ; but we have met before, 
far away from this. My name is Harley — Morton Harley, 
at your service." 

I now remembered that one night at a ball in Swans- 
down, I had been introduced to a stranger of that name ; 
and I cheerfully made known my recognition, and cordially 
shook his hand ; for the very fact that he had been once 
in the village of my nativitjr, made him appear to me like 
an old and valued friend. 

^^ But how did you learn of my being aboard ?" I in- 
quired. 

^^ I saw your name on your baggage below, and made in- 
quiry of your servant ; and it is with no affectation that I 
say, I am rejoiced to meet you here. But tell me, Mr. 
Walton, whither are you bound 7" 

*^ That the future can alone determine," I replied, gaily ; 
'^my^ present destination is New Orleans." 

'< Then you have fixed on nothing beyond the Crescent 
city." 

" Not positively, though I have a leaning toward Mex- 
ico. But I am free to go whithersoever my will inclines ; 
and so I have plenty of adventure, I little care in what 
part of the world I find it." 

" Your hand, Mr. Walton !" said Harley almost enthu- 
siastically. ^^ I trust we shall ever be friends, and long. 
be travelling ^companions, I too am for adventure — ^for 
novelty — ^for seeing strange ' places — strange faces — in 
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short, for anything that will drive from my mind — " He 
stopped suddenly, a strange, dark, melancholy expression 
swept over his pale features, and merely saying, ^' Excuse 
me ! I am not well," he wheeled on his heel, and disap- 
peared down the stairs leading to the cabin-guard. 

I was so surprised by his singular manner, that I stood 
staring after him for several moments, before the idea oc- 
curred to me that perhaps he was really ill, and that it was 
my duty to follow and tender my services. I hurried down 
to the cabin, and looked eagerly among the passengers, but 
nowhere beheld the object of my search. Perceiving my 
servant seated on a trunk, I hurried up to him. 

^' Tom," I said, ^^ did that gentleman you conducted to 
me, just now, enter the cabin ?" 

<< Didn't see him, massa." 

" Go out on the guards, and^see if you can find him I 
Make haste, and let me know, for the gentleman is ill." 

Tom hurried away to execute my orders, but soon re- 
turned, and in his pecuUar way reported the gentleman 
was not to be found, 

"This is strange !" I mused — "very strange !" 

An idea struck me ; and hastening to the clerk's omce, 
I requested to know the number of Morton Harley's state- 
room. The clerk looked over the register, and replied 
that there was no such name entered on the book. Still 
more surprised than ever, I went down stairs, and care- 
fully searched the deck from bow to stern, but found no 
trace of Morton Harley. I returned to the cabin, and sent 
Tom to the hurricane deck, thinking it not improbable 
Harley had gone back to find me. ^ But all search proved 
Tain, my new acquaintance had suddenly and mysteriously 
disappeared, and there was none to give me the least clue 
to his whereabouts. I felt vexed and uneasy — ^vexed^ that 
he should leave me so abruptly — ^uneasy, lest something 
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serious had befallen him. Perhaps he has fallen overboard 
and been drowned, I said to myself; and my spirits, but 
now so buoyant, became greatly depressed in consequence. 
At dinner I noted every man that took his seat at the ta- 
ble — at supper I did the same — but the face of Harley was 
not among them. I then questioned the steward and other 
servants, if there were any one sick about the boat — ^but 
all my answers were in the negative. 

This completely quenched the last faint fipark of hope I 
had of ever beholding Harley again ; and seating myself 
b> me of the now cleared tables, in the forward part of 
tljv cabin, I rested my head upon my hand, and gave way 
to a gloomy reverie. 

How long I sat there, lost to everything around me, I 
do not know ; but I was finally aroused to a consciousness 
of passing events,' by some pne touching me on the shoul- 
der, and saying, in a bland tone : 

" I heg pardon, sir, for disturbing you — ^but we have just 
znade up a party of whist, and all the tables forward are 
occupied." 

I started, as if suddenly awakened from a dream, and, 
by a hasty glance around, perceived that the eyes of seve* 
ral gentlemen were fixed upon me. Understanding more 
irom their looks, than the words of the speaker — which I 
had heard, but only partially comprehended^*that they re- 
quired the table for their game, I arose, made a slight in- 
clination of the head, and passed out of 'the cabin upon 
the guards. 

The night was clear and serene, and the azure vault of 
heaven was sparkling with thousands on thousands of those 
bright, mysterious luminaries of other worlds. I say mys- 
terious, for none living have yet been able to soar to their 
far off abodes, on the wings of science, and make knowa 
their organization and design, — ^Poets have imagined, phi* 

2* 
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losophers have reasoned, and theologians have asserted, 
these worlds to be what was most in accordance with their 
varying idiosyncrasies ; but neither the imagination of the 
first, the reasoning of the second, nor the assertions of the 
third, have established a single fact in regard to them. 
There thej shine, as they have shone for centuries-^for 
Kges — the great, incomprehensible work of Him that was 
before chaos, that will be forever. Science, which mea- 
sares the sun, the moon, the earth, and all the planets — 
which tells us their distance from us and each other — the 
time of their revolutions — the velocity with which they 
travel through space — is utterly futile when brought to 
bear upon them ; and man, with all his boasted knowledge, 
when he seriously contemplates them, becomes bewildered 
and lost in the boundless region of speculation. What 
they are, and what their design, we shall never know in 
time — eternity, perhaps, will reveal the great secret. 

I turned my eyes to the starry firmament, and gazed up- 
on it for more than an hour, in that peculiar frame of mind 
I have attempted to describe. A cool night-breeze fanned 
my heated temples, and gave relief to my aching brow ; 
and the hoarse steam-notes of the rushing vessel, and the 
rippling of the waters beneath, fell on my ear with a kind 
of monotonous melody, that at length made me drowsy. I 
arose, and after glancing at the placid river, the lights 
here and there dancing on its' dark bosom, the dim and un- 
defined shores, I sought my state room, and a sweet sleep, 
and a dream of home, proved a happy oblivion to the mor- 
bid excitement of the day. 

I arose on the following morning, greatly refreshed in 
body and mind. As I was about sitting down to break- 
fast, a hand was laid familiarly on my shoulder. I turned, 
and judge of my astonishment, on beholding Harley stand- 
ing by my side, ^or a moment or two I was too mudi 
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surprised to speak ; and in that short space of time I sur- 
veyed his person and features more minutely than ever 
before. As he is destined to figure conspicuously in my 
narrative, a brief description of his appearance and cha- 
racteristics may not here be deemed improper. 

In person he was slender, and slightly made — ^though in 
reality he possessed a muscular power that belied his looks. 
His stature was about five feet ten inches, and his age 
some three or four and twenty, with an almost beardless 
chin, that made him appear boyish and eiTeminate. His 
features were regular and intellectual, but lacked what may 
be termed manly beauty. His face was long and thin, 
with a prominent nose, that was neither Roman, Grecian, 
nor aquiline, and yet to a certain degree partook of each. 
His mouth and chin were beautiful, and his bluish gray 
eyes had in general a winning, fascinating expression, 
though there were times when they exhibited a restless- 
ness and wildness really painful to behold. His forehead 
was high, full, and expansive, from which his light brown 
hair was carefully brushed back, in the most approved 
mode. He dressed well and richly, was very precise in hia 
toilet, and altogether had a very dutingue air. 

Such is the tout ensemble of one who was destined to 
exercise no trifling influence on my future career. Whether 
he may be considered my good or evil genius, I leave the 
reader to determine by the sequel. 

That he was, in a great degree, a marked character, the 
reader will readily credit from the specimen given. The 
versatility of his mind exceeded that of almost any being 
with whom it has ever been my fortune to come in contact. 
That he was always sane, I very much question — though 
if ever insane, there was a method in it. He was a natu- 
ral musician — could sing delightifnlly, and play on almost 
any instrument. He was also a poet by nature, and m 
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scholar bj education. He was at times lively to excess, 
and moody to misanthropy. He was by turns a humorist, 
a practical joker, a sentimentalist, a satirist, a moralist, an 
enthusiast, and always a fatalist. The more I saw of him, 
the more difficult I found it to comprehend him. Nature 
had made him a genius, but had never established a har- 
monious equilibrium between his different faculties. How 
one so eccentric in almost everything else, could be so pre- 
cise in his toilet, was a matter that puzzled me to under- 
stand as much as any other. 

In short, he was a peculiarity— an oddity— a none-such 
— and one every way calculated to suit me for a travelling 
companion, inasmuch as I should never lack variety, never 
die of ennui, 

I will only add, that, as regarded his own history, he 
was for sometime incommunicative ; and when I chanced 
to touch on the subject, ever enshrouded himself in a veil 
of mystery, that excited, while it baffled, my curiosity. 
Eor the rest, I shall let him speak and act for himself. 

" My dear sir," said Harley, gaily, smiling at my sur- 
prise, " I am delighted to see you ! — how do you find your- 
self this morning ?" and he seized and shook my hand with 
as much heartiness as if we had just met after a year's 
separation. 

"In the name of the seven wonders," replied I, " where 
have you been hiding for the last twenty-four hours ? for I 
see and feel it is you, and no ghost, though I was just on 
the point of ordering Tom to tie crape round my hat." 

" But you thought it best to mourn on a full stomach, 
eh ?" pointing to the breakfast, which was now ready. 
" Come, sit down — the first table is better than the second, 
to say nothing of the looks of the thing. There, now, we 
can do two things at once — talk and eat. Waiter, a piece 
of that steak, rare. So, Harry — excuse me ! but I must 
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call you Harry, or I shall fancy I am talking to a stranger 
— so you made a regular search for me, eh ! and then sat 
down and said, * Non est inventus ?' Why, man alive, I 
Tras in my state-room, rolled up snug in the blankets, and 
snoring away with a forty horse power. Coffee, boy — 
strong — none of your dish-water now. Harry, I'll trouble 
you for that omelet ; and while your hand is in, you may 
pass those mashed potatoes, and the bread — these woolly- 
headed servants are so confounded lazy. Ah ! excuse me ! 
I forgot that Tom was behind your chair ; but of course he 
is an exception. By Jove ! it is glorious to eat — particu- 
larly after a fast of twenty-four hours. Eh ! did you 
speak ?" 

" Yes ! I was going to say, I made inquiry of the clerk 
for your state-room, and he said there was no Morton Har- 
ley on the register." 

"Very likely — but you will find a Smith Jones there, or 
a Jones Smith, I forget which." 

"Do you then travel incognito?" 

" I travel any way, but do not feel bound to write my 
name in every old musty book, for a set of jackasses to 
stare at. Besides, if this floating machine should blow up, 
and I get killed, perhaps my name would be paraded in the 
newspapers, to the grief of my friends and the joy of my 
enemies ; and some old woman would say, ' Poor fellow ! 
so he's dead at last.' Blown up in a steamboat ! think of 
that, Harry ! What glory is there in such a death as that ? 
Bah ! I would sooner not die at all." 

"But why did you leave me so abruptly yesterday?" 

" I was ill — one of my spells. When you see me in that 
way, just let me alone ; nature is my best physician — for 
the simple reason, that I am not ready to die yet — when I 
am, I shall send for the faculty, and employ at least three, 
to hasten the crisis. ^ After all, your doctors are a useful 
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class ; for without them the world would get peopled too fast 
— they are the safety-valves to a surplus population. Tom, 
hand round my cup to that black imp yonder for some more 
coffee, and give him a slight hint not to be all day about it. 
Harry, I'll trouble you for that omelet once more. Thank 
you ! By-the-bye, do you ever write ?*' 

^' I have scribbled a little, though nothing to my credit," 
I replied. " However, I have some thoughts of keeping a 
journal of my adventures — that is, if I have any worth 
recording." 

'^ Good ! a capital idea ! excellent ! and I'll take care 
you have something to write about. But, entre nouSj you 
must make a character of me ! I must figure there, if only 
to play second fiddle. You shall be Don Quixote, and I'll 
be Sancho Panza, your chosen squire. On state occasions 
I'll be your prime minister. Capital thing this writing, 
and having the whole public to laugh at your jokes, smile 
at your "follies, and weep at your misfortunes. I had some 
thoughts of turning author myself once ; but then it's such 
a bore to write ; and besides, if you please yourself, ten to 
one you don't any body else. Then if you publish, there 
is a set of carping critics to come pouncing down upon you, 
like a hawk upon a chicken ; and the more merit you have, 
the greater fool they'll make you appear. They'll turn 
your most honied words into gall, and all your eloquent 
passages into rhodomontade. Your original ideas they'll 
swear point blank are plagiarisms, and bring in the ghost 
of some Greek, Vandal, or Goth, to prove it. If you make 
one grammatical slip, they'll prove your ignorance in some- 
thing less than a column ; and after destroying all your 
good things, or ascribing them to some unheard of author, 
they'll collect all your faults into a heap, like a cart-load of 
old rubbish, and pile them upon your devoted head. Ossa 
upon Pelion. If your sentences are all correct, smooth, 
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and beautifuly with well-rounded periods, they'll cry you 
tame, monotonous, prosy; if you dash out in a bold, vigor- 
ous manner, they'll make fun of your style, and give you 
credit for being a lunatic. In short, say what you will, do 
what you will, you are sure to be done for by these literary 
Harpies, who will plunder you, mentally, as their name- 
sakes did of old the table of Phineus. Bah ! I hate critics ; 
for they dine on worm-wood, take nut-gall for dessert, and 
use vinegar as a beverage." 

Thus my new acquaintance rattled on, from one thing 
to another, apparently at ifome on every topic ; and so 
mingled humor, satire, and sentiment, that I never wearied 
of listening to his conversation. Breakfast over, we re- 
paired to the hurricane deck, to enjoy in freedom the 
morning air. Some twenty of the passengers were already 
before us, and were standing, sitting, or sauntering about, 
as best suited their several inclinations. Harley selected 
the most marked among them, and soon gave proof, by his 
remarks, that he was a great adept in human nature. Ho 
would look at a man a few moments, and then tell you all 
hb prominent characteristics, and even penetrate his very 
thoughts, as he more than once convinced me by address- 
ing the individual on the subject uppermost in his mind. I 
might cite several instances, but I must pass on to more 
important matters. 

Whoever has travelled much on the Western waters, 
needs not to be told that gambling on the boats is a very 
prominent feature; and that, as a consequence, scenes 
sometimes occur of a nature to make one's blood run chill 
with horror. I will record one that came under my own 
observation, and which, as the sequel will prove, had a 
slight bearing on my subsequent history. 

Among the passengers who, by some peculiarity of look 
or manner, more particularly attracted our attention, (I say 
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oUrSj for Horlejand I soon became almost inseparable,) was 
a young man, of a wan, sallow, cadaverous countenance, who 
seemed to be laboring under a disease which preyed more 
or less upon his vitals. I had often remarked him stand- 
ing near some one of the card-tables, and watching the game 
with an intensity of look, I may term it eagerness of ex- 
pression, which for one who had no interest in the stakes, 
one who was merely a spectator like myself, seemed very 
remarkable. I asked my friend what he thought of it. 

'^ Sir," he replied, ^' that young man has a natural pas- 
sion for gaming ; he has tried it more than once and lost ; 
and he has secretly sworn never to touch another card. 
Yes, sir, it is as difficult for him to resist the temptation 
here offered, as it is for the habitual drunkard to push 
back the poisonous stimulant held to his lips by the hand 
of one he esteems his friend. God aid him ih his virtuous 
struggle! for if he touches a card now, he is forever 
ruined." 

As he spoke, Harley approached the stranger, and shak- 
ing his head, said, gravely, in one of his blandest tones : 

"No, no, my friend, it will not do." 

The invalid started, and turned upon Harley a look in 
which surprise and gratitude were strangely blended. 

"You are right," he replied, "and I thank your for the 
caution ;" and turning upon his heel, he retired to a dis- 
tant part of the saloon. 

An hour later I again saw him by one of the tables — his 
ruling passion was stronger than his will and reason. 
From this moment I watched him more closely than ever ; 
and I notedj with a feeling of commiseration, the painful 
struggle going on in his mind. I had a presentiment that 
his evil genius would ultimately triumph — and it did. It 
was with pain I saw him marked out as a victim by more 
than one professional gambler in the garb of a gentlemaa 
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For a day or two, however, all the overtures of these 
gentry were met by a decided refusal ; and I had just be- 
gun to indulge the hope that he would escape the fatal 
snare, when, alas ! to my great regret, I saw him yield. 
lie sat down to the table, played almost recklessly for a 
couple of hours, and arose winner to no inconsiderable 
amount. His pale features were now flushed with triumph, 
and his dark eyes had a wild, unsettled look, that showed 
how powerfully his feelings were excited by the result. 
He clutched his winnings with the eagerness of a miser, 
, and, as if afraid to trust himself longer in such company, 
darted away to his state-room. 

^* Alas !" said Harley, ^^he is lost; his Success to-night 
will be his ruin to-morrow ; it is the bait of the fowler." 

The next night I saw the invalid take his place among 
the gamblers at an early hour. As if expecting some ter- 
rible catastrophe, those who had been in the habit of 
playing at the different tables, now gathered around the 
fated young man, and stood anxious spectators of th^ 
scene in which he was taking a part. Not a word was 
spoken, and the silence was ominous and oppressive. I 
stood where I could watch the countenance of the invalid, 
as well as that of his adversary. The former was unusually 
pale and haggard, with a nervous twitching of the muscles 
about the mouth, and a glaring wildness of the. eyes, that 
was painful to behold. Occasionally a deep flush would 
pass over his thin, wasted features, and then, retreating 
suddenly, leave them of a ghastly hue, with the exception 
perhaps of a bright red spot on either cheek. It was an 
awful sight to behold this battling of disease and the pas- 
sions with the broken constitution of one already doomed ! 
and I watched the game with a painful interest I had 
never before cvxperienced. In contradistinction to his 

victim the professional gambler was cool, calm, collected^ 

3 
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and seemingly indiflferent to all that was taking place. He 
Icnew his power and was using it with fatal precision. 
Oh ! how I abhorred him from my very soul ! ' 

The game commenced, and continued for an hour, with 
success alternating between the two players. Then the 
gambler began to win, and then the struggle of life and 
death began with his victim, who, at the loss of every 
stake, seemed to grow more and more desperate, till at last 
his eyes glared and rolled horribly, and he exhibited all the 
frenzy of a maniac. Another hour, and he was ruined*- 
his last cent was gone. 

For a moment or two he glared at the pile of money, 
which the gambler was already beginning to transfer to his 
pocket; and then uttering a thrilling cry, something 
between a shriek and a groan, he sprang to his feet and 
dashed his hands violently against his temples, exclaiming, 

" Oh ! my God ! my God ! what have I done ? Ruined 
my poor old mother ! gambled away her only dependence ! 
Oh ! sir ! sir ! (to the gambler) give me back that money ! 
it was not mine, it was not mine, sir ! I had no right to use 
it — ^it was my mother's. Oh ! sir ! give it back to me, and 
on my knees I will bless you, and pledge my soul's salva- 
tion that I will never touch a card again ! If you will not 
give me all, give me a part, for I am ruined ;" and as if 
the word ^' ruined" conjured up madness, he made a spring 
at the money, when the unfeeling wretch, who had won his 
all, repulsed him with a blow, that staggered him back 
against the wall. 

I was too much excited to consider consequences, but 
acting on the impulse of the moment, I raised my hand and 
felled the gambler to the ground. I was about following 
up my advantage, to give him a severer chastisement, when 
a cry of horror from the crowd arrested my attention. I 
■prang forward to ascertain the cause, and saw the invalid 
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reclining against the wall, the most horrible spectacle I 
had ever beheld. The excitement and the blow had caused 
him to burst a blood-vessel, and the warm current of life 
was DOW gushing from his mouth and nose, and he was 
actually weltering in his own gore. A single moment he 
sat thus; and then gurgling forth, ^'Mj moth-er!" fell 
over on his side a corpse. 

I bent down to ascertain if he were dead, and the action, 
probably saved mj life ; for at that moment the report of a 
pistol startled the crowd ; and a ball, passing just over my 
head, lodged in the side of the saloon. It was the work of 
the gambler, who thus sought to take his revenge on me 
for my interference. There was a general cry of, 

*^ Lynch him ! Lynch him !" But he had already 
escaped — for the boat at the time was lying against the 
shore to wood. 

I made inquiry of the clerk, and with the little he 
knew, and the examination of some letters found in his 
trunk, I learned the name of the young man, and that his 
mother resided at a small village in Texas. I made a note 
of all, and resolved, if I chanced in that vicinity, to visit 
her, break the sad news of her son's death, and, should she 
need, give her pecuniary aid. 

The next day the victim was buried at a small island, 
where we again stopped to wood. We followed him to his 
humble grave; 'and over his mortal remains I took a 
solemn oath, that I would never gamble again. I had 
been taught a lesson, that, to the latest day of my exis- 
tence, I could never forget. 



CHAPTER m. 

LUDICROUS AND MTSTERIOUS. 

Arrived at New Orleans, I decided on taking rooms at 
the St. Charles, and making a short sojourn, in order to see 
the city. My friend acquiesced in my decision, but said 
that for himself there could be nothing new here, as he had 
visited the city divers times before. 

" But I can the better act as guide to you, therefore," 
he concluded ; '^ so my dear Harry, leave all to me. I 
will select the rooms, register the names, order everything, 
and, if you like, be your private secretary." 

^^ I do not understand you in the latter particular," I 
answered. 

" No ? Well, no matter ; do you follow my counsel, 
when I give any, and all will be well." 

I had no reason to complain of the rooms my friend 
selected, for they were among the best in that famous 
hotel ; but one little incipient that occurred shortly after my 
establishing myself in them, I may as well relate, 
en passant. 

It was after nightfall when the, Neptune arrived at the 
landing ; and it might have been a couple of hours later, 
that I found myself seated in a splendidly furnished parlor, 
which had been assigned me, sci^nning the news of the day 
from the columns of one of the local journals. I was 
alone, for Harley had made some excuse to go out by him- 
Bclf. Presently a waiter entered, and bowing very obse* 
quiously, said : 
.(82) 



LUDICROUS AND MYSTERIOUS. 33 



" Will your lordship come down to sapper, or have it 
served here ?" 

" I will come down." 

The waiter bowed and withdrew, and immediately after 
the gong sent its crashing notes through all the house. 

At supper I could not but observe that very particular 
attention was paid to me ; but I only thought to myself, 
the proprietors of the St. Charles know how to make a 
stranger feel at his ease and at home. On returning from 
the table to my private parlor, Tom met me, and said, with 
a grin : 

^'Massa Hal, I tink yoa got to be great man all a 
sudden." 

" What do you mean, Tom ?" 

**In dar, you see;" and Tom pointed to my private 
rooms, and grinned again. 

I went in, and was somewhat surprised to find several 
gentlemen apparently awaiting my return, for they all 
rose on my entrance, and bowed obsequiously. Then the 
foremost, or the one nearest me, advanced, and said, placing 
his hand on his heart, and inclining his body to a bend he 
intended should appear the height of politeness : 

" My nam' is Jean Perouse. I sail have le grand 
honeur to measure your lordship for one suit a la mode." 

" Sir, I do not understand you ! this is some mistake," 
I replied. 

'* No meestake your lordship, I do assure. I sail have 
done in one little mineet;" and the man out with his 
measuring tape, and began to apply it to my person, 
adding: "It is all be right, your lordship — it is all be 
right." 

HcTwaa very expeditious, and said, as he finished, and 
bowed himself out : 
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" To-morrow night, I sail have Ic grand honeur for to 
Bend jour lordship suit, a la mode. Adieu." 

"Well, that is cool," thought I, as I stared after the 
tailor. 

" My name is Bantam, at your lordship's service," said 
a vcice at my elbow. 

I turned, and beheld another of my visitors, a well- 
dressed man, just in the act of making a low bow. 

"My dear sir — " I began. 

" It is all right, your lordship," he interrupted. " I am 
a hatter, your lordship, and have called to take the mea- 
sure of your lordship's head ;" and forthwith he proceeded 
to cast a band around my cranium. 

" But, sir—" 

" Twenty-three inches," he interrupted again ; " all 
right, your lordship. I will send round the hat to-morrow. 
Meantime, I am your lordship's very humble servant;" 
and with another low bow, he went out. 

" Confound the fellows ! what do they mean ?" was my 
mental exclamation ; but I had not time to say anything, 
when up came the third, and, with the same obsequious air, 
proceeded : 

"My name is Smith, your lordship. I am, by pro- 
fession, a gentleman bootmaker. If your lordship will 
only be seated for a moment, I shall have the honor to 
take the measure of your lordship's foot." 

" My dear sir," I replied, beginning to get perfectly be- 
wildered, "you shall have the honor of measuring both 
feety if you will only explain what all this means." 

" It is all right, I do assure your lordship. Will your 
lordship please to be seated, till I draw your lordship's 
boot?" 

« But, sir ! Mr. Jones—" 

" Smithj sir — Smith is my name, your lordship. Pray 
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don't confound me with the Jones's ! — ^the Jones's in my 
line are only snobs." 

^' Well, Smith or Jones, snob or no snob, it is all one to 
nie," I rejoined, half-angrily, though a good deal amused 
in spite of myself. " But, sir, — ^Mr. Smith — there is some 
error here." 

^'Oh! no, your lordship; it is all right, I do assure 
you. 

'^ Bat I do assure you it is not all right," I replied, 
^^ and I think I ought to know best. In the first place, I 
am no lord." 

" Ha, ha, ha !" laughed Smith ; " very good ! clever ! 
very clever ! ha, ha, ha !" 

" Are you a fool ? or a madman ?" cried I, growing in- 
dignant. 

"Neither, your lordship," answered Smith, gravely, 
" but only a gentleman boot-maker, at your lordship's ser- 
vice. Will your lordship do me the honor to sit?" 

** My lordship will do you the honor to kick you down 
stairs, directly, if you persist in this foolery !" cried I. 

" Nay, your lordship, on that, in this country, I could 
found an action," answered Smith, qaietly. 

*^ Faith, man," said I, " I think you would find it an 
action already /ounded.* But tell me, now, seriously — ^who 
do you take me for 7" 

^* A gentleman, your lordship," replied Smith. 

" But why do you wish to measure my foot ?" 

"To make your lordship a pair of boots." 

"But I do not want any boots." 

" All right, your lordship, if your lordship will please to 
ait; I will scarcely detain your lordship a minute." 

" Well, these fellows are either mad or I am," was my 
reflection, as I threw myself on a sofa, and held out my 
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foot to Mr. Smith, who drew the boot and took the mea- 
sure with great expedition. 

There were two others still in the room, who had thus 
far kept quietly back and said nothing ; but the moment 
the gentleman boot-maker took his leave, one of these, a 
small man, advanced rather timidly to where I was sitting. 

" Well, sir V* cried I, so savagely, that he started, and 
took a step or two backward ; but seeming to gather new 
resolution, ho again ventured forward, and said, softly, 
bobbing his head like a tip-up : 

" May it please your lordship, my name is Doty, at your 
lordship's very humble service; and understanding that 
your lordship would like a carriage — " 

The men are either mad, or they mean to insult me, I 
thought ; and I sprung to my feet just as the word ^ car- 
riage' was trembling on Mr. Doty's lips; who, divining 
no doubt from my looks that I intended to make an ex- 
ample of him, left his speech unfinished, and broke for the 
hall, which was the last I ever saw of him. There was 
still one remaining, and as I turned upon him, I saw he 
looked very pale and uneasy, and began to edge toward 
the door. I stood and watched him, till he got the door 
between me and him, when, seeming to feel more at his 
ease, he ventured : 

"Your lordship — " 

But he ventured no further ; for seizing a chair, I made 
at him, when, turning, he fled, with a yell of terror I shall 
never forget. The last I saw of him, he was going down 
stairs, three at a time, to the imminent danger of his legs 
and neck, which fortunately all got off safe, at least I never 
heard to the contrary. I now espied Tom, leaning against 
the balustrade, and holding his sides ; and putting down 
the chair, I walked up to him, and taking him by the arm, 
led him quietly into my parlor. Then closing the door, I 
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grasped both arms, and Bhaking him till my own arms 
ached, I exclaimed : 

" So, boy, this is some of your doings, eh ? I'll teach 
you to play pranks on your master, you rascal !*' 

"No, no, no," cried Tom, who by this time had found 
his tongue ; " I neber did um, Massa Hal — trute — 'fore de 
angels it is, massa." 

" Who did do it then, you black imp ?" 

** Don' know, Massa Wal'on — 'less — 'less Massa Harley 
do um." 

The truth now flashed upon me ; and throwing oflF Tom, 
with a force that sent him spinning round the room, I ex- 
claimed : 

" Yes, Harley is at the bottom of it — dunce that I am 
not to have thought of him before." 

As I said this, I heard a suppressed yell in my bed- 
room, which adjoined tlie parlor; and hastily throwing 
open the door, I there beheld Morton Harley, rolling over 
and over on the bed, with both hands upon his sides, ap- 
parently in the last agonies of convulsions. The moment 
he saw me, he gave vent to such screams of laughter, that 
I really began to fear he would burst a blood-vessel and 
alarm the house, though neither event happened. 

"My dear sir, you deserve a horse-whipping," said I, 
as soon as I could make myself heard. 

" Don't ! your lordship — don't !" groaned Harley, 
catching his breath for another fit. " Oh ! my poor sides ! 
Oh ! my poor sides !" and off he went again, till he began 
to grow black in the face. 

Meanwhile, my anger subsiding, I began to. view the 
whole affair as a capital joke, though rather too much at 
my expense for me to appreciate it as I would had another 
been the victim. However, by the time that Harley had 
recovered so as to sit up and talk soberly, I had forgiven 
8 
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him in so much as my angry feelings were concerned, 
though I had determined to pay him off in his own coin 
sooner or later. I rang the bell, and ordered champaigne; 
and as we filled our glasses — 

Here's to the genius of Morton Harley !*' said I. 
Thank you ! here's to your lordship !" he returned. 

" To his lordship, then, for the first and last time," I 
rejoined, and emptied my glass. 

"Not so fast," said Harley, draining his cup; "you 
must not dismiss your nobility so soon, and resolve your- 
self into plain mister. You have begun your part well, 
considering — pray carry it out — nothing like making a 
sensation. True, I think you can improve upon it — ^for in 
your debut, you rather over-acted, and were too choleric^ 
but then you know, my dear fellow, one cannot arrive at 
perfection immediately." 

" No, no, Harley — a joke is a joke, and so let it end. 
But tell me how you succeeded in making the other cha- 
racters play their parts so well ; for no matter what I said 
or did, they seemed not in the least astonished, but to take 
it all as a matter of course, declaring it was all right. 
"Were they really tradesmen ?" 

" To be sure they were, and they really believe you to 
be an English nobleman, very eccentric, and slightly 
touched here ;" and Harley tapped his forehead. " I got 
them all together, and told them exactly how to proceed, 
and not to seem surprised at anything you might say or 
do ; and that even if you denied your rank, or asked what 
it all meant, or in any way became refractory, to persist 
in their purpose, and only answer you by saying it was all 
right." 

" But the waiter," said I, " when he came to know if I 
would have my supper here, or would go belowi he ad- 
dressed me in the same style." 
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** Very likelj, for you are registered as Lord Harcourt, 
England." 

" By Jove ! this must not be !*' cried I: " I will not pass 
for other than I am." 

" Very well, my dear Harry, I will right it, since you 
do not like it : and perhaps it will be as well, now that I 
have had my joke and champaigne." 

" Do it now, then — this instant." 

Harley went out, and was gone some quarter of an 
hour. 

" Well ?" said I, on his return. 

'^ I have done it, and saved your credit. I told the 
clerk you wished to remain incog., and were very much 
offended because I thoughtlessly made known your rank ; 
8o he crossed out Lord Harcourt, and wrote under it plain 
Henry Walton. I hope now you are satisfied." 

^^But this tailor, hatter, and gentleman bootmaker?" 
said I. 

** Oh, if you do not want the articles, I will counter- 
mand the orders." 

" Very well, see that you do it, or else take them your- 
self ! it is right you should have a little trouble for being 
80 officious." 

I spent several days in New Orleans, and was delighted 
with the city, its sights, and the climate. The weather 
was beautiful, just warm enough to be comfortable, and as 
everything was new to me, I enjoyed myself beyond my 
anticipation. I generally rode out through the day, and at 
night visited some theatre, ball, or masquerade. 

Thus had passed my time for a week, when, ono morn- 
ing, feeling rather the worse for wear, to use a common 
phrase, I kept my bed, refused my breakfast, and declined 
a walk with my friend, who went out alone. I was not 
ill, only slightly indisposed, and fasting and resting soon 
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Bet me right. I arose about one, and having perused the 
daily journals, was just in the act of dressing for dinner, 
when Harley burst into my room, pale, excited, out of 
breath, and covered with dust from head to foot. 

"Good Heavens!" cried I, in alarm: "what is the 
matter ? what has happened ?" 

" I have seen her !" he exclaimed, wildly : " I have seen 
her ! I have seen her ! Oh ! that I had known she was 
here before !" 

" Seen whom ?" asked I, all amazement. 

"Yes ! yes ! yes !" he cried, pressing his temples with 
both hands, and fixing his eyes upon the ceiling, with an 
abstracted gaze. " Yes, it is so — it should be so — it shall 
be so ! Yes, it was not for nothing I saw her — there is 
fate in it : Heaven wills, fortune smiles, and I will follow 
the beck of destiny, though all the fiends of darkness con- 
spire against me !" 

" Are you mad ?*' cried I, grasping his arm : " if not, 
speak to me, and answer my question ! Whom have yoa 
seen ?" 

" Eh ?" he answered, turning his gaze-— cold, icy cold, 
and vacant — full upon me, with a look that tLiilled me 
with horror. 

" Speak !" I exclaimed ; " put * speculation' in those 
eyes, or I shall deem you mad ! Harley, my deai friend — 
Morton Harley — speak to me, rationally, in the name of 
Heaven !" 

" Well," he answered, as the intellect, as we tometimes 
see the blood, seemed to rush into his face, lighting his 
whole countenance in an instant : " Well, Harry, you need 
not speak so loud, and get so excited; for, if absent-minded, 
I am not deaf." 

" Pardon me, my friend ! I was alarmed, ani did 7\ot 
regard the tone in which I spoke. But do tell me wb^ 
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this strange conduct means ! I hope you are playing no 
more jokes !" I added, rather severely. 

*' Joke ! do you think I could joke on such a subject ? 
Pshaw ! the man is a knave — " 

" Do you apply that term to me, Mr. Harley ?" 

— " Who could joke on a matter so near his heart," pur- 
sued Harley, finishing the sentence, which another slight 
absence of mind, or aberration of intellect, had apparently 
interrupted. " No, no, Harry," he continued — " I did not 
apply the term to you." 

" But, my dear friend, do, for Heaven's sake, tell me 
what all this me^s ! Are you mad or sane ?" 

" Sane, Harry — sane ! Ah, ha, ha ! they wanted to 
make me out mad, but could not — ^I was too sane for them 
— though I may be driven mad yet in consequence." 

" Well, then, if you are sane, my friend, prove it, by 
answering my questions !" 

" Speak !" 

" Where have you been V 

" In the streets." 

"What doing?" 

" Running." 

"And why did you run ?" 

" To keep up with the carriage." 

" What carriage ?" 

" The one that contained her." 

"Who?" 

"Viola." 

" And pray who is Viola ?" 

"An angel ! my blessing and my bane." 

*'Pray, drop metaphor, and give me straightforward 



answers." 



" Harry, you are my friend," said Harley, abruptly — 
^* at least I hope so." 
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"I am, sincerely, your friend." 

" Thank you ! give me your hand. There ! yes, I know, 
by that pressure, you speak from your heart. Well, being 
my friend, I will make bold to beg of you a favor.'' 

" You have only to name it." 

" Ask no more questions now, but leave me here alone 
for a couple of hours. I wish to lie down : I am fatigued, 
and a little excited^ There, go ! not a ivord ! you can 
make your toilet in the parlor;" and he gently pushed 
me from the room, adding, as he closed the door and locked 
it : "I shall not be down to dinner." 

I remembered what my friend had s^id on the Neptune, 
that when I saw him in one of his peculiar moods, to leave 
him alone ; and therefore I felt less anxiety about him now 
than I should otherwise have done. But who was Viola ? 
Was she a reality ? or a phantom of the brain, that 
haunted him at times like a living thing ? There seemed, 
as I have elsewhere remarked, something mysterious about 
my friend, as if something had occurred in his history 
'which he wished to banish from his mind. I had never 
succeeded in getting him to go back and touch upon his 
early life. Whenever I broached the subject, he had 
always adroitly changed it. In every other respect, he 
seemed frank and communicative — but on this point he 
would say nothing, or speak so vaguely, that t learned 
nothing definite. Was he what he seemed ? was his real 
name Morton Harley ? where did he belong ? what were 
his prospects in life ? why was he thus roaming about, 
apparently without other object than a desire for travel ? 
had he parents living ? — all these were questions I often 
asked myself, but could not answer. Money he had in 
abundance ; and he spent it freely ; spent much of it in 
charity ; spent it like a man who wished to enjoy the pre- 
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sent, and let the present drive both the future and ^he 
past from his mind. 

But who was Viola ? " his blessing and his bane." I 
pondered upon it, as a man always ponders upon mere 
conjecture — coming out in the end exactly where I set 
out — knowing no more when I had done than when I be- 
gan. Sometimes I thought she was real, sometimes ideal ; 
* and if the former, that my friend was sane, but troubled ; 
if the latter, that he was not always in his right mind. 
This was the first time I had ever heard him speak of her, 
and I felt I would give much to have the mystery solved. 

Th]i3 I mused till summoned to dinner. 



CHAPTER IV. 



HARLET. 



Notwithstanding Harley had intimated he should be 
himself again in a couple of hours, I saw no more of him 
that day. I rapped on the door about nine o'clock in the 
evening, but getting no answer, concluded not to disturb 
him. As he had taken m j room, I took his, which ad- 
joined it. Once or twice, in the course of the night, I 
fancied I heard him moan — ^but it might have been only 
fancy. I gave Tom orders to be at his door by daylight, 
and if he came forth, to let me know immediately. I arose 
at a rather earlier hour than usual, but found Harley's 
door still locked, and Tom informed me that he had heard 
no sound within. Then I was tempted to rouse him at 
once ; but finally resolved to wait till noon, in the hope he 
would, ere that time make his appearance. To while away 
the hours, for I did not feel like going out, I procured 
Nicholas Nickelby, and had just got deeply interested in 
that beautiful production of Dickens, when suddenly I be- 
came aware that some one was looking over my shoulder. 
I turned, and, to my great relief, beheld Ilarley. 

" You think my two hours have been rather long, eh ?" 
he said, with a smile, all traces of wildness and excitement 
having disappeared. 

" Rather long, truly, my friend ; but I am rejoiced to 
see you yourself once more,'* I apswered. " Pray tell me 
what was the matter with — " 

" How do you like Dickens ?" he interrupted. 

(44) 
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** Much : in fact, so far as I have read, I am delighted." 
" And how many of his works have you read ?" 
" This is the first I have ever seriously attempted." 
" Indeed !" 

" Yes ! I glanced over a few pages of Oliver Twist, some 
years ago, hut threw it down in disgust." 
Why so ?" he asked in surprise. 
Because I thought it trash." 

Ah ! my dear Harry, that was because you did not 
read far enough to discover, that helow that light, trifling,' 
superficial surface, lay a mine of rich, pure, earnest thought] 
Your error consisted in mistaking the froth for the sub- 
stance. And in this regard you are not alone. There are 
very many who do not like Dickens, for the reason that 
they do not understand him. They take up one of his 
books as you did, read a little here and a little there, throw 
it down, and pronounce the writer silly. Why ? Because, 
in nine cases out of ten, they mistake the language of one 
of bis foolish characters for his own. And Dickens intro- 
duces foolish characters for a purpose ; he does it for con- 
trast ; he does it to show society as it is ; he does it to ridi- 
cule certain customs, manners, personages, and institutions, 
which are obnoxious to eyery sensible mind. Suppose he 
attempted this in essays — who would read them ? Of the 
millions who now mentally devour his every thought- 
liking what he likes — abhorring what ho abhors — so that 
his ideas frame public opinion, the strongest law of all 
laws, — how many, think you, would have heard of him, had 
he attempted logic only 7 instead of sketching with his pen, 
quaint, homely, life-pictures, which do not clog the brain 
with abstruse metaphysics, but hang up in the mind's vision, 
to be seen at all times without an efibrt ? I like Dickens, 
Harry, for several reasons. His power over the human 
mind has been used to effect a noble purpose, that of ame« 
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liorating the condition of thousands of his fellow creatures. 
He has brought home to the rich and titled, the sufferings, 
the miseries, of those poor, oppressed, down-trodden beings, 
whom they have been taught as a virtue to scorn and de- 
spise ; and he has done this in a way that has told upon 
their hearts and consciences. He has shown them that 
vice may be wrapped in silks and broadcloths, and virtue 
in rags ; he has shown them that under the poorest gar- 
ments may beat hearts great and noble — may live affec- 
tions pure, true and holy; that the roughest casements 
may enclose intellects grand, gigantic, god-like. All this 
has he done — ^for this I like him — and for this he deserves 
his fame. He has his faults — who has not? They say ia 
private life he is an aristocrat — what of that ? His private 
life belongs to himself — with that we have no business ; his 
public sayings are ours — they belong to the masses — the 
whole human race— and they are purely democratic.*' 

"Well," replied I, " after this, I shall read Dickens with 
a new interest — an interest aside from mere amusement. 
If his productions are what you represent them, I have 
done him great injustice." 

" Read, Harry, and judge for yourself," replied Harley. 

" Well, my friend, since you have expressed your opinion 
thus freely in regard to one author, pray give me your 
views of authors in general." 

" Why, my dear fellow, I scarcely know how or where to 
begin ; in fact, I am not sure I understand whalt you re* 
quire." 

" I mean that you take up one author after another, and 
say what you think of their writings." 

" Novelists ?" 

" Ay, and poets also." 

" The task is too tedious for the present, Harry ; and, 
besides, I do not profess to be a critic." 
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" And if you did, I should not care for your opinion ; for 
then you would harp upon their faults, merely to show 
your own superiority. But, letting that pass, what do you 
think of novels collectively? their effect upon society?" 

"Good in the main, though liable to abuse, both hy 
writers and readers. A novel, if properly written, is a 
true picture of life as it exists, or did exist, at the time and 
place where the scene is laid ; and though professing to be 
fiction, it is as much a living fact as a painted landscape 
is a fac-simile of nature. History gives us only the skele* 
ton of great events — often erroneous ones at that — while 
historical fiction not only presents the skeleton to our view, 
bat clothes upon it flesh and blood and soul, till it warms 
into being, and shadows forth the ' form and body of the 
time.' In it we see the dead resuscitated, and, endowed 
with life and passion, reacting their several parts, with all 
their wonted peculiarities. We see not men in the ab- 
stract, but living, breathing, human beings, walking the 
earth as of old, with all their ancient fancies and prejudices, 
surrounded by the circumstances of their period ; and in- 
stead of their being brought forward to our time, we go 
back to theirs; and by the force of imagination find our- 
selves ever by their side — in city, in forest, in castle- 
taking part in their pleasures and their griefs, their loves 
and their hates ; and thus do we understand them, as in 
no other manner we could. For instance, should I say to 
you, there was one Napoleon Buonaparte, a native of Cor- 
sica, who, by the force of circumstances, rose from ob- 
scurity to be the Emperor of France, and went forth with 
great armies, and made war upon all the nations of Europe, 
shook kingdoms, made monarchs tremble, became a great 
conqueror, only to be overthrown and die in exile — ^you 
would only know that there had been such a being, who 
performed such deeds ; and the only conception you would 
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have of him, would be such as you would naturally asso- 
ciate with an emperor and a conqueror ; but should I, after 
telling you this, proceed to describe the personal appear* 
ance of this emperor — his manners, his habits, his feelings, 
his hopes, his fears — relate what he said on this occasion 
and on that — in fact, lay bare to you all the secrets of his 
Boul — portray his virtues, his vices, his greatness, his little* 
ness — the emperor, the conqueror, the myth, would be lost 
in the many and you would behold only a breathing, sen- 
tient being like yourself. The former, comparatively 
speaking, would be history — the latter, fiction — ^so from 
this you can judge how limited would be the ideas of the 
masses concerning the past, were fiction altogether de- 
stroyed. 

^' Again, much fiction is not historical, but relates to so- 
ciety as we see it around us ; but in many instances it com- 
presses society into so small a space, that we can look upon 
it in our closet, as upon a correct miniature of a familiar 
or unfamiliar face. If the novelist is true to his mission, 
and ' holds the mirror up to nature,' he has the power of 
doing much good — for he reaches a class which sermons 
never reach — who read for amusement — but who by this 
means may be made to imbibe good sentiments and noble prin- 
ciples — ^may be taught to love virtue and hate vice, and even 
to put their faith and trust in the Divine Creator; whereas, 
should one attempt to ding these matters into their ears by 
abstruse theories, he would be met with ridicule and scorn. 
Again, much fiction is bad, and has a bad tendency, and 
this should be condemned, and always is by the discriminat- 
ing reader, who marks his author as he marks a friend or 
enemy. 'The good lives, the bad dies ; but nothing that is 
good in itself should be condemned because it is abused. 
The man who condemns all novels, because some are bad, 
is like a man condemning all religion, because a priest or 
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minister has proved recreant to the faith he professes. 
Discrimination in reading is worth all the sermons ever 
preached against reading ; and if you can have this well 
taught, understood, and acted upon, you need not fear the 
result." 

" You put novel reading before me in a new light,*' I re- 
plied ; *' for I have been always taught to regard it merely 
as a source of amusement, not as a benefit." 

" Suffer me to correct you, Harry. All rational amuse- 
ment is beneficial both to mind and body ; for mind and 
body are so dependent on each other, that what affects one 
affects both. Were we to take an infant, put it in chains, and 
confine it in a narrow prison, it would either wither and 
die, like a blasted flower, or grow up a weak, sickly, feeble 
thing, of no use to itself or others ; and so, if we chain and 
imprison the mind to the narrow circle of visible facts, 
giving it no chance to soar and expand itself in the glorious 
field of imagination, we render it apathetic and imbecile, 
and perhaps reduce it below the limited range of a mere 
brute. God never designed this; for the more healthy, 
robust, and expansive the mind, the greater its knowledge; 
the greater its knowledge, the greater its comprehension ; 
and the greater its comprehension, the more will it reve- 
rence and glorify its Creator, who is seen in all His works. 
The body must have exercise, the mind amusement ; and if 
the one be healthy and judicious, the other moral and ra- 
tional, the effect will be to render the man better, wiser, 
and happier. And now, my dear Harry, wbit do you 
think of my sentiments?" 

" That they are sensible and correct. But g.» on ! I 
am anxious to hear you still further." 

"Pardon me, my friend, not now," returned Harley, 
gravely. '* I may at some future period, but not now ; for, 
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to tell you the truth, a very weighty matter lays upon my 
mind." 

" Indeed ! then why did you not mention it hefore ?" 

'' For the simple reason, that I wished first to conyince 
you I am calm and sane." 

" But, my friend, I have not questioned your sanity." 

" Not to day, perhaps ; but you did yesterday, and 1 
was too much excited to explain. Now, then, you see I 
am calm and rational ; and I come to you as a friend, to 
know if you will enlist yourself in my service, and be my 
companion on a journey prescribed by the hand of fate ?" 

" Alas !" thought I, ** my friend is a little touched ;" for 
the very method he appeared to have taken to convince 
me of his sanity, now led me to fear his mind was not alto- 
gether right. But I determined to satisfy myself on this 
point by further questions. 

" Whither would you have me go ?" I asked. 

« First to Texas." 

" And why to Texas ?" 

" I wish to meet again with Viola." 

" And pray who is Viola ?" 

"An angel! — But stop! I will drop metaphor, and 
speak understandingly ; for, my dear Harry, I again per- 
ceive you doubt of my being all-right here ;" and be tap- 
ped his forehead. 

*' I doubt ? — why, my dear Harley — " 

" There, do not deny it," he interrupted ; " you know 1 
profess to read the passing thought of almost any mind, 
and it is certainly not diflScult to read one so legibly writ- 
ten on the lineaments of the face as yours." 

" Well, then, frankly, I own to the fact," I returned. 
"I did really begin to fear you were non compos mentis." 

" I like your candor, Harry ; but I regret I have given 
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jou caase to think me of unsound mind," replied my friend, 
with a sorrowful air. 

" But your manner was so strange yesterday, Harley ?" 

*'I know it: I was troubled, excited, but not mad, 
Harry: no, believe me, I was not mad. I could forgive 
you for so thinking yesterday, because you have known me 
but a short time — ^but what cause have I given you for the 
same opinion to-day V 

*- No other than the simple fact, that you have talked 
gravely here for some time, merely, as you acknowledge, to 
convince me you are sane, as if you had some doubts of it 
yourself." 

** Ah ! that is true. Well, let it pass. But now, seri- 
ously and candidly — do you, or do you not, think I am iu 
my right mind at the present moment?" 

^^ I see no reason to doubt it, other' than I have men- 
tioned ; in short, I will take your word for it ; if you say 
you are, I will believe you." 

Then, positively, I assert I am." 
Enough ! I am satisfied." 

I will then proceed in so rational a manner, that you 
shall have no reason to doubt again. You ask who is 
Viola ? It is no more than right, since I wish you to be 
my companion on an adventure in which she is concerned, 
that you should know something of her ; but you will par- 
don me, if I only give you an outline sketch now, and leave 
the deti&il, the filling up, to some future period." 

My friend paused a few moments, as if to collect his 
thoughts, and then proceeded with the following story. 
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CHAPTER V. 



VIOLA. 



" Viola St. Auburn is the only daughter of a wealthy 
gentleman, who has of late years resided in the city of 
Mexico. Previous to his removal thither, he owned and 
worked a large cotton plantation in the State of Georgia, 
on which estate Viola was born, some eighteen or nine- 
teen years ago. In youth my father and St. Auburn 
were friends ; but unfortunately both loved the same lady, 
grew jealous of each other, quarrelled, fought, and my 
father was carried from the field, as it was supposed at the 
time, mortally wounded. St. Auburn fled ; but learning 
afterward that my father was likely to recover, he returned, 
and subsequently married the lady who had innocently 
been the cause of this rivalry and estrangement. My 
father never forgave him ; and to this day the name of St. 
Auburn — no matter where, by whom, nor how casually 
mentioned in his hearing — always puts him in a sort of 
frenzy, which threatens the most serious consequences. In 
our family it is a prohibited word, and is never spoken in 
the presence of my father, who, though not exactly insane, 
is judged to be of unsound mind by those who know him 
best ; and this slight aberration of intellect is thought to 
date from his recovery and the loss of his first love. 
Some say that I inherit my father's failings — but of that 
anon. As to St. Auburn, though the successful rival of 
my father, I believe he still hates the latter as much as on 
the day he lodged a bullet in his side — at least he never 
(52) 
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made any overtures of reconciliation, and ever since has 
been known to shun, with a kind of horror, all persons 
bearing the name of Harley. ' With this little prelude, 
Harry, you will better understand what follows. 

" It is about three years since I first saw Viola 
St. Auburn. I had finished my collegiate course, and was 
on a visit to a cousin of mine in Virginia. In the place 
where he resided was a female seminary ; and in the rear 
of this seminary, was a rather wild, romantic wood, through 
which, over a rocky bed, dashed a little stream of pure 
water. I am rather of a romantic turn at times ; and ono 
of my chief delights, during the short stay with my kins- 
man, had been to steal off by myself, and angle in this 
stream for trout. There was a quiet, picturesque beauty 
about this retreat, that pleased me more than any spot I 
had ever seen ; and never had my enjoyment been greater 
and purer, than when seated on my favorite rock, with a 
leafy canopy above my head, a warm, clear blue sky over 
that, and the flashing, leaping, murmuring waters at my 
feet. Here, pole in hand, and line in water, I used to sit 
for hours, alone, undisturbed, and lost in a kind of poetio 
reverie. 

** Well, it chanced one day, while seated on my favorite 
rock, that I heard a footstep behind me. I turned my 
head, without changing ray position, and beheld what 
seemed to me, in my peculiar frame of mind, a Peri lust 
dropped from Paradise. But to speak more directly to 
the point, I saw a beautiful maiden, ovier whose fair, sunny 
coontenance some fifteen or sixteen summers had passed. 
To her personal appearance I cannot do justice, even now ; 
therefore, suffice it to say, it was such as to rivet my gaze, 
enchant me, hold me spell-bound, magnetize me, or what 
yon will. I saw before me an airy, floating form, a 
heavenly face, all guileless and innocent, around which 
4 fi 
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dangled golden curls, and eyes whose softness and lustre 
exceeded my most perfect ideal creations ; and I saw and 
thought of nothing else. In one h.ind she carried a col- 
lection of bright flowers, and to one arm her bonnet or 
hood was attached by the strings. She did not see me, 
for her eyes were mostly bent on the earth : she was look- 
ing for more flowers. I dared not speak nor move, lest I 
should break the spell, and cause her to vanish like a 
spirit — for I could not at the moment call up suflicient 
reason to satisfy myself that she was only mortal. 

^' Gradually she drew near the rock, and at last stood 
at its very base. It was high ; and as I was sitting below 
its summit, on the opposite side, I could not now see her 
without changing my position. I attempted to do so with- 
out noise ; but my pole slipped, and splashed in the water, 
just as I had brought my eyes once more to bear upon her. 
She heard it — it startled her — and taking a step or tyo 
backward, she looked up timidly. Our eyes now met for 
the^first time ; and with a cry of alarm, she turned to flee. 

'^ ^ Stay, beautiful creature ! one moment stay !* cried 
I, leaping from the rock, intending to give chase ; for I 
was so excited and bewildered, I knew not what I did. 

^' She stopped ; and turning toward me, pale and trem- 
bling, exclaimed, in tones of fear : 

*^ * Oh, sir, do not harm me !' 

** * Harm thee, sweet angel !' cried I : ^ when I do, may 
Heaven desert me ? Harm thee f If ever such a thought 
enters my brain, I will instantly send my soul to judgment !* 

*' ^ Oh, sir,' she rejoined, still trembling, and as much 
alarmed as ever, for my wild manner was not very well 
calculated to reassure her : ^ Oh, sir, if you do not intend 
to harm me, let me go ! For I do not know you — and — 
and — and I am afraid.' 

^ ^ Oh, do not go yet ! not just yet I' I pleaded. ' Staj, 






VIOLA. 55 

T ■ I _ 

if only for a few minutes, and let me tell you how much I 
love you ! No, no,' pursued I, beginning .to gather my 
senses once more, as I saw her start, draw herself up 
proudly, and blush to the temples: 'No, no, I did not 
mean t/ou — pardon me ! — I meant ^ot£^er«: let me tell you 
how much I love flowers ! and these you have are so very, 
very beautiful.* 

" Kad they been weeds, noxious weeds, they would 
Lave seemed beautiful to me then. 

'' She now appeared less alarmed ; and casting her eyes 
— those large, soft, lustrous eyes — upon the ground, replied, 
with the most perfect naivete : 
* i", too J love flowers.* 

Had she spoken for an hour, with an eloquence never 
equalled, I could not have been more charmed than by 
that simple sentence — those four little words — ' J, too, love 
flowers,* Methinks I hear them, now, as they dropped in 
silvery melody from her ruby lips. Yes, I do hear them 
now, and shall ever hear them, till this heart has 
ceased to beat. Her whole soul spoke in those words — 
a soul pure, guileless, true. It is useless to attempt to 
describe my feelings then; they cannot be described; 
you might as well attempt to paint the sun's heat. I 
can only say, I felt I could worship the ground she stood 
on. It was some time ere I could add anything to what 
I had already said ; not, in fact, till, with s^n embarrassed 
look, she turned to leave mo; then again I found my 
tongue. 

*' ' Stay, thou mortal spirit ! thou fairy thing of earth !' 
I began ; and then bethinking myself, I chano;ed my 
language and manner, and added : ' Stay, lady ! I beseech 
you ! I wish to speak of flowers ;' and forthwith I summoned 
all my floral knowledge to my aid, and went off in a strain pf 
passionate, poetic fervor — speaking, to the best of my recol- 
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lection, on the subject named — ^but surely thinking of no* 
thing but the living subject before me — the flower which 
must eventually bloom in Paradise. 

" How long I thus went on — or how long I might have 
continued, had I been left to finish of my own accord — I 
cannot say; but I was interrupted in a silvery voice, 
which said : 

'' You must excuse me, sir ! I have already overstayed 
my time, and fear to remain here a moment longer.' 

" * But tell me,' said I, * who you are, and where you 
belong ! for we must meet again.* 

" * My father is a merchant, in the city of Mexico,' she 
replied, ' and I am here attending the seminary. There ! 
hark ! I hear the bell. Oh, sir, I must fly ! and I shall 
even then be too late.' 

"*But you will come here again for flowers? I shall 
meet you again here !' I said, earnestly. ^ Oh, do not 
hesitate ! — ^say yes — and I will have prepared for you a 
beautiful bouquet !' 

** * I do not know,' she replied, hurriedly, changing 
color. * I fear it would not be right ; my teacher — I — 
that is — perhaps — I will think of it. There, I must go ; 
good-bye, sir ;' and she bounded away, with an airy ficet- 
ness which soon took her from my sight. 

" As for me, my first impulse was to follow her ; but for 
once propriety came to my aid ; and I remained, gazing oa 
the spot where her form was last seen, and wondering if 
ever so bright a thing would cross my vision again. IIow 
I passed the day, I never knew ; but I did not return to 
my cousin's till night ; and was then so absent-minded as 
to answer his question concerning my success in such a 
way as to lead him to fear I was suficring under partial 
derangement. 

^* I had forgotten to ask the fair unknown her name ; 
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but I remembered my promise, and thought it must be 
Flora, and so fixed it in mj mind. The next day I was up^ 
bright and early, culling flowers, while yet the dew lay 
on the grass. 

^' But not to weary you, let it suffice, that the maiden 
and I met on the same spot ; and so continued to meet for 
more than a month ; but it was not till the fourth meeting 
that we exchanged names, and I learned that she was 
called Viola St. Auburn. A few hurried questions and 
answers, now put us both in possession of the painful truth 
that our fathers were deadly enemies. Sut we learned it too 
late. Both loved ; and the very fact that we now knew we 
might never be allowed to meet again, should our secret 
become known to the friends of either party, only served to 
fan the flame, and make our attachment little less than a 
frenzied passion. A slave to impulse, I would have 
married Viola at once, and braved the consequences ; but 
she, more rational than I, would not consent to a step 
BO rash. 

" * Morton,' she replied, one day, on my making the 
proposition to her, * that I love you with my whole soul, I 
do not deny ; but what you propose is follv. I am young, 
and perhaps do not know my own mind. We must wait ; 
a misstep now might render us both miserable for life. 
Know this, I will wed no other; but without my father's 
consent, which you are not very likely to obtain, I will not 
consent to become yours, till I have seen my eighteenth 
birth-day.' 

" * And then, Viola V exclaimed I. 

" * Well, then — ^if— that is — but we will speak of that 
another time,' she answered. 

*^ I have said that we met daily for more than a month ; 
and during this time the secret of our meeting remained 
imdiscovered. But at length it was found out, and r^cheJ 
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the ears of Viola's preceptress. She, being a pradish old 
maid, was filled with indignant horror ; and the father of 
Viola arriving in the village about the same time, to see 
• his, daughter, the matter was communicated to him, with 
false and exaggerated details. You can judge of his rage, 
on learning that Viola had met, clandestinelj, the son of 
his most bitter enemy. He sought me out, and scrupled 
not to insult me in the grossest manner. Had be been 
other than Viola's father, he would never have lived to re- 
peat his words. As it was, I bore all in the best manner I 
could. He said that rather than his daughter should wed 
me, a detested Harlej, he would see her consigned to the 
tomb. Not satisfied with this, he wrote aii insulting letter 
to my father, which put him in a rage, and rendered him 
a raving maniac for several weeks. Viola was then re- 
moved, I knew not whither, and I went home. Our brief 
period of happiness seemed passed, to return no more. 

" I will pass over the interview between my father and 
myself, on the return of his reason. Enough to say, it 
was terrible. I will not repeat the remarks of my rela- 
tions, who considered themselves disgraced through me ; 
for I am of a race who clan by blood, subscribe to family 
feuds, nurse revenge, to be glutted by their posterity ou 
the posterity of their enemies, and who regard an insult 
to one of their name, as an insult to all, and no disgrace 
equal to that of settling a quarrel other than by blood. 

" Picture to yourself, Harry, how I was received, when 
it became known that I had ever seriously thought of unit- 
ing myself by marriage to the daughter of my father's 
enemy ! Why, would you believe it, my friend, I was actu- 
ally afraid of assassination — ^for .they would sooner have 
killed me, than had me wed Viola ; and it was only by 
accident I discovered a plot, whereby I was to be trapped 
into su'jh peculiarity of speech, (they understood my nature 
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and how to work on it,) that two physicians in attendance 
would be able to give the necessary papers for my commit- 
ment to a mad-house. But I knew their kind intent in 
time to foil them ; and foil them I did, to their chagrin and 
dismay ; for I turned the tables on them ; and had I fol- 
lowed up ray adyantage, they would have found the con- 
Bequences very serious. 

** Well, to pass on, I made an arrangement with my 
father, to give me my portion in money. This sum I 
safely invested ; and the interest, which is paid me semi- 
annually in this city, is sufficient for all my expenses. 

** Six montbiB after leaving home — which I did with the 
hope that travelling, change of scene, and amusement of 
various kinds, would tranquillize my mindr— I again saw 
Viola. Yoa, Harry, would tjay we met by accident ; so 
would most persons. But, sir, it was not by accident. 
Ko, 80 surely as there is a Power above us, I believe our 
meetingtWas by the hand of destiny ; there is a fate divid- 
ing and uniting us. It happened thus: I was passing 
through an inland town in Tenneosee, where there was a 
large female seminary. I stopped beside the gate, which 
opened into a beautiful enclosure, to look at the building 
and admire the surrounding scenery. A female brushed 
past me, and put her hand upon the gate. In the act of 
opening it, she turned her head. Our eyes met. It was 
Viola. What followed, beyond her fainting in my arms, I 
must tell you some other time — at least not now. Suffice 
it, for the present, that I promised to leave her, and not 
to seek her again till she had passed her minority. She « 
said that, should her father learn we had met again, it 
might cost her her life— that was argument enough for ' 

me. 

** Well, since then, I have been an unhappy wanderer — 
gay at times, to the height of folly— gloomy, at times, to 
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a depth of despair bordering on madness. But, Harry, 
you know what I am ; though, my dear friend, I must in 
justice say, I have been more like myself during our brief 
companionship, than for .a long time previous. I look upoi 
you as a friend — you must remam my friend. Yes, I reac 
you aright — you will. God bless you ! I will make yot 
my confidant : I am doing so now : you are the first. 
Pardon me these tears ! Do not think me weak because I 
weep ; but you know not what a blessing it is to have a 
friend to whom you can unbosom yourself — into whose 
sympathizing soul you can pour your pent up griefs, and 
take counsel in return. You do not know the value of 
such a friend, because you have never felt the need of one : 
your life has been sunshine — mine storm. 

^^ Ere you and I met on the boat at Louisville, I had 
resolved on going to Mexico. For two reasons. That I 
might have some wild, exciting adventures, and again see 
Viola. I had not seen her since we parted in Tennessee ; 
and I doubted not, her education finished, she had gone 
home to her father. I knew she was now of age ; and, if 
such a thing were possible, I was resolved on seeing her, 
and leaving the rest to fate. 

" But fate has favored me. I saw her yesterday, when 
I least expected it. Do you wonder I was excited? 
Were you me, would you have been less so ? She passed 
me in a carriage. It was going fast, and I only caught a 
bare glimpse of her features as she went by. But two 
years had not altered them beyond my recognition, though 
time has done much in her favor. She is more mature — 
more in bloom — ^is paler, and more spiritual. 

"Well, I followed that carriage, — how? — let my gar- 
ments, soiled with dust and mud, answer. It stopped on 
the Levee ; and I saw the idol of my dreams — the object 
of my hopes and fears — escorted on board a steamer by 
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her father. I went aboard. Fate still favored me. Her 
father left her side' for a couple of minutes, and I made 
myself known. She almost fainted, but reoovered. 

" * Not a word,' she gasped, • or we are lost ! Go— my 
father — Galveston/ 

*' She could articulate no more. I saw her father re- 
turning; and merely saying, I will be there, I turned 
away. 

" Harry, my friend, another steamer goes out to-day at 
four o'clock. I leave on that. Will you go with me ?" 

" I will," cried I. 

*' God bless you ! your hand !" and as my friend wrung 
it heartily, I saw his eyes fill with tears. 

Two hours later, Morton Harley and your humble ser- 
vant, reader, were steaming it down the Mississippi to the 
Gulf — bound for Galveston, Texas — and, as the sequel 
proved, for some rather strange and thrilling adven* 
tares. 
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It was Oil a fine, beautiful morning, that we landed at 
Galveston, Hnd had our luggage transferred to one of its 
most flourishing hotels. The place seemed lively ; and 
there were two or three companies of soldiers parading 
the streets, prior to their departure to join the Army of 
Occupation, at Corpus Christi, under Taylor. Citizens 
were abroad in large numbers, and a good deal of enthusi- 
asm prevailed, as was natural there should, considering 
that Texas, after a hard, bloody, and lonely struggle of 
years, had recently been annexed to our great American 
Republic, and these soldiers were on the eve of joiuing 
Taylor's gallant band, now on her southern frontier, to 
protect her against the hostile invasion of her bitter foes, 
the Mexicans. 

On our way hither, much of the conversation between 
Harley and myself had been concerning Viola ; in fact, 
she^was the subject which ever lay uppermost in his mind; 
and now, the ice being broken, he spoke with unreserved 
freedom, made me his confidant in everything, sought my 
advice, and I became a participator in all his hopes 4nd 
fears. But one thing troubled both of us. If she ha(l 
come to Galveston, as he inferred from her broken language 
on the boat she intended to do, how were we to find her ? 
Had she relations here? She might have, but Harley 
knew of none, and therefore was at a total loss for any 
clue to her present whereabouts. The more we pondered 
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upon the matter of finding her, the more, perplexing it 
grew, till at last Harley declared it was useless to spend 
our breath in mere conjecture, and that we must leave all 
to Fate, in which, as I have shown, he was a firm believer. 

'^ Well, my friend," said 1, as we arrived at the hotel 
alluded to, ^' we are here at last ; and now what do you 
propose ? Shall we sit quietly down, and trust to Fate to 
accomplish our desires ? Or shall we begin an active 
search for the object of our solicitude ?" 

" Ay, Harry, there is the diflSculty ; how, where, or in 
what manner can we begin a search for her ?" 

^^Well, an idea has struck me. It is not improbable 
that, if Viola and her father have come hither at all, they 
have put up at some of the hotels; and it would perhaps 
be as well to begin with the registers, and make inquiries." 

" By Jove, Harry, you are right !*' cried Harley, grasp- 
ing my hand; ^^how dull I am not to have thought of it 
before. Come, let us begin at once;" and we did so ac- 
cordingly. 

Our first inquiry, of course, was at the hotel where we 
were stopping. The clerk remembered no such persons, 
and there was no St. Auburn on the register. We re- 
paired to another, and met with like success. At the third, 
to our great joy, we found recorded Henry St. Auburn 
and daughter. 

** Harry," said Harley, grasping my arm, his face pale 
with emotion. " you must find out if they are now here ; 
and if not, whither they have gone. I will sit down — I 
feel faint." 

A few minutes sufficed to get all the knowledge concern- 
ing the St. Auburns which the obliging landlord possessed. 
Such persons had been there, stopped one day, and had gone 
North, but whither he could not say. I reported to 
Harley. 
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" So, being gone, I am a man f gain,'* he replied, in the 
language of Macbeth. " Harry," he continued, starting 
up almost wildly, '^1 feared they were here; and now that 
they are not, I would give a handsome sum they were^ 
80 inconsistent are we human puppets. Well, we must fol- 
low them; it is something to be on their trail, as the 
hunters say ; and see Viola again, I must ; and, Heaven 
help me ! I will." 

"But how are we to follow," I rejoined, "when -we 
know not which way they went ?" 

" Man, we do know they went to the North — did not the 
landlord tell yon so ? and, by my hopes of earthly happi- 
ness! I will search the North, though it be to the ice- 
bound pole, but I will find Viola !" 

" Now, Harley, you are getting excited again. I pray 
you be calm." 

" Well, and so I am — ^but what would you have me do ? 
Sit quietly here, when, for aught I know, she needs my 
protecting arm 7 She bade me come to this city : I have 
done so : and by that same token, she bids me follow till I 
find her " 

" But what do you propose to do ?" 

"Set off northward, and use my tongue. Zounds! 
Harry, what were tongues made for but to ask questions? 
legs but to run? and arms but to fight? all of which I will 
use in the cause of her I love, if necessary, so help me 
Heaven! Why, my dear fellow, you, who not an hour 
since counselled me to activity, would surely not gainsay 
your advice now?" 

" By no means ; but I counselled you to begin syste- 
matically ; you did so, and the result is that we have fovjid 
a trace of her we seek." 

"Well?" 

" Well> let U3 continue as we have begun." 



PERPLEXITY AND MYSTERY. 65 



"What have I asked for else V* 

** Why, from your manner, I inferred you were about to 
set off, madman like, to hunt the country over, as if in 
search of a lost animal." 

" Come, come," replied Harley, good humoredly, " a 
joke is a joke; ^but no more of that, Hal, an thou lovest 
me.' Now tc begin seriously. They left for the North — 
good — consequently have gone up the Bay, or crossed over 
to the mainland by ferry. Now I wager you what you 
dare, that I find out which, ere I quit this hotel." 

" Well, now at least you are talking rationally, and con- 
ducting yourself in a sensible manner. Gome, here is the 
landlord — let us settle the matter." 

The latter, on being requestioned, replied that, at the 
time the parties left, he was absent ; but the porter, who had 
the handling of the luggage, would probably know some- 
thing of* them. The porter was called ; and from him we 
learned that persons answering the description Harley gave 
of Viola and her father, had left two days before, in a 
private carriage, and crossed over to the mainland; but 
what direction they had taken thence, or what place was 
to be their destination, he could not say. 

** You see," said Harley to me, triumphantly, " we have 
the right starting point, and that is everything in a case 
like this. Of what color were the horses and carriage, 
porter?" 

" Well, sir, the horses were sorrel, sir, with two white 
stars right in front of their foreheads, sir." 

"And the carriage ?" 

" Was a big, lumbering thing, so'thing like a hackney, 
sir, only it wasn't a hackney." 

"But the color?" 

"It was painted dark green, and had yaller streaks 
round it, and on the doors was painted two picters." 

6 
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" What were the pictures like ?" 

" Well, they wasn't like anything I ever seen afore, sir ; 
there was a heap o' things all kind o' jumbled up 
together." 

" Were the pictures alike ?*' 

"Yes, sir, I reckon they was." 

^' Should you judge them to be a coat-of-arms ?" 

" Well, they mought be — ^though I don't exactly know 
how a coat-of-arms looks." 

" It was a private carriage, then ?" 

" Yes, sir, I said so ; and the owner was with it, I 
reckon : leastways there was a gentleman inside, as got 
out and helped the lady in, and then got in agin with the 
tother gentleman." 

" The lady, you say, was young ?" 

'' Yes, sir, and so handsome ! I've seen a good many 
handsome ladies, one time and another, but she beat 'em 
all. Poor thing ! I pitied her, I did." 

" Pitied her ? why so ?" 

^' 'Cause she looked so sad and troubled, and seemed to 
feel so bad." 

"Indeed?" exclaimed Harley, beginning to grow very 
much excited. " Indeed ? say you that ? Did she not 
seem pleased at leaving with the strange gentleman ?" 

'^ Oh, dear, no, sir — quite the contrary : she kept look- 
ing all round, as if she was thinking about gitting away — 
leastways I thought so ; and arter she'd got in, I seen her 
cover her face with her handkercher." 

" By my hopes ! this is strange !" exclaimed Harley. 
" What do you think of it, Harry ?" 

** I do not know what to think," I replied. 

"Perhaps her father is about forcing her to marry some 
one she detests," returned my friend, uneasily. " Let 
him, if he dare !" he pursued, setting his teeth hard, and 
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hissing out the words, while his ejes shone with a wild 
light. " Ay, sir, let him ! he shall find another Harley 
as implacable a foe as the first. If he wrong her, though 
he be her father, he shall answer for it with his heart's 
blood !" 

** Morton !" cried I, perceiving that my friend was fast 
working himself into a frenzy ; '' remember where you are, 
and control your passion ! You may be all wrong in your 
conjectures." 

" More likely right, Harry ; though I will take your ad- 
vice, and be calm now, for it is necessary to my purpose. 
But only let me know he has misused her, and he will find 
that he who bore his insults for her sake once^ will remem- 
ber old scores in the final settlement. Well, porter, this 
carriage — have you no idea to whom it belongs, and where 
it came from ?" 

"No, sir — never saw it afore." 

" Did it stop here any time ?" 

"Not more'n ten or fifteen minutes, sir. It was driv up 
by a white chap in livery ; and the gentleman as had the 
young lady, 'pear'd to be looking for't ; for he went right 
up to the door, and spoke to him that was inside ; then he 
hurried back into the house ; and a little arter the young lady 
came down stairs, and got in, as I told you ; while I put on 
the baggage, two trunks and a carpet-bag." 

But little more of importance was elicited from the por- 
ter; and Ilarley, putting a half-dollar in his hand, dismissed 
him. 

"Harry," said my friend, grasping my hand, as we 
gained the street — " can I depend on you ?" 

"To the death." 

" Again I repeat, God bless you ! You know I pro- 
mised you adventure ; and now, methinks, we are about to 
IiaTe it, though of a different kind to that I then antici- 
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pated. Hark you ! I am satisfied there is some dark plot 
against Viola ; I am convinced her father is base enough 
for anything ; and I am determined to find and bear her 
off, in spite of him or aught human." 

"And you may count on my assistance," replied I, 
already taking a deep interest in one I hc^d never seen. 
" But, Morton, "we have much to do, I think, and something 
must be done first — what shall it be ?" 

** The first thing to be done, Harry, is to find Viola." 

" True — ^but how shall we set about it ?" 

" We must trace that carriage by inquiry." 

" True again ; but shall we ride, or set ofi* afoot ?" 

" Well, as to that, give me your advice." 

" Then," said I, " I think we had better leave our lug- 
gage where it is for the present, and take only such things 
as can be put into a valise or carpet-bag, which Tom can 
carry, and begin our search on foot. We shall thus be 
more likely to get the information we want ; and when ob- 
tained, if direct and important, we can always hasten oar 
progress, by hiring such conveyance on the road as will 
best accelerate it — and this plan will leave us without 
other care than for ourselves." 

" You are right, Harry ; your advice is good, and I will 
act upon it. But when shall we set out ? I am impatient, 
you see." 

" In an hour, if you like. I am ready, and, truth said, 
impatient also to be on the road." 

My friend grasped my hand again, and wrung it 
heartily. 

" Harry," he said, tears starting into his eyes, "it was 
a blessed day for me on which Fate brought us together. 
I am not ungrateful — as, if we both live, I will some time 
prove to you. Oh, Viola! if I could have received one 
word from her relative to this mystery ! But I will solve 
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it, or die in the attempt. How unfortunate, Harry, there 
was no way of getting here sooner than we did ; but per- 
haps it is all for the best ; though, could I have hud one 
minute's uninterrupted conversation with her — " 

My friend stopped suddenly ; his eyes dilated, grew wild, 
and became fixed on some distant object ; a singular look 
of hope and fear lighted his pale countenance ; and merely 
adding, " Wait for me !" he bounded away down the street, 
as if life and death depended on his fleetness. 

As much as I had seen of his strange manner, this 
proceeding, I must confess, startled me, while it excited my 
curiosity ; and I started after him — not to overtake him — 
but, if possible, to keep him in sight. I soon lost trace of 
him in a crowd that was collected before a public building, 
which I ascertained was the post-oflSce. After vainly 
searching for him some ten or fifteen minutes, I concluded 
to return to our hotel, thinking I should be likely to find 
him there sooner than elsewhere. On reaching the steps 
that led up to the portico, what was my surprise, to see 
Harley come bounding down to meet me. His eyes glared 
like a madman's, and his features were distorted with ex- 
citement. 

"Quick, Harry V* he cried, grasping my arm — "I havo 
been nearly wild to see you. Why did you not stay whore 
I left you? Up stairs, quick ! to a private chamber." 

" In Heaven's name ! what has happened? what is the 
matter ?"exclaimed I, as I rushed up stairs with him, two 
at a time, leaving a crowd behind to stare after us, and 
wonder at our excitement. 

*' In here !" cried Harley, darting into a bed-chamber ; 
and as I crossed the threshold, he shut the door and locked 
it. 

"Are you really mad, Harley ?" cried I, growing alarmed 
in earnest. 
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"No, no, Harry — not mad — but terribly excited. lean 
hardly contain myself. Joy and rage are strange feel- 
ings to clash in one's breast. Ah, fate ! fate ! triumphant 
to the last ! It was a happy thought — blessed thought ! 
and I could shout for joy, and at the same time say, ^ Let 
him beware !' But I am keeping you wondering, when this, 
this, this, will explain the mystery;" and Harley thrust 
into my hand a letter, and throwing himself upon the bed, 
added : " Read ! read !" 

I was not long in following his injunctions, as the 
reader will readily believe. One glance at the epistle and 
I comprehended all. It ran thus : 

"Dear Mobton — We meet strangely — we have from 
the first — and since I saw you on the boat at New Orleans, 
I have thought there may be such a thing as a special Provi- 
dence. Oh, Morton, if you love me — if you ever loved 
me — ^forsake me not now ! Till I saw you last, despair had 
for months sat like an incubus upon my heart. Hope had 
fled me^ and in vain I labored to lure her back. She came 
with you ; and since then has fluttered in sight, but ready 
to take wing and leave me forever. You, Morton, and 
hope, are so united, that neither can come alone. Oh, 
misery ! misery ! how well I know the meaning of the term ! 
What shall I say of the past 7 I could pour out my soul 
to you in words, were we together ; but I can say nothing 
on paper. Yet something I must say. My mother is dead. 
My father— oh ! that he better deserved the name ! — what 
dhall I say of him ? Morton, to be brief, my father has 
sold me to a man I detest, and is now on his way to de- 
liver me to my purchaser. In other words, and to speak 
without enigma, my father, having failed in business, is re- 
solved to retrieve his fortune by disposing of my hand to 
a French count, who boasts of a distant conneptbj^ with 
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Louis Philippe. lie is rich, and owns a coantrj seat some- 
irhere near the Brazos ; but I cannot direct jou to it, nor 
do I even know the vicinity. I only know it is called 
D'Estang Yille. You may perhaps find it from the name 
— ^that is, should you care to trouble yourself about it. 
Thither I am to be transported ; and once there, my father 
has solemnly sworn I shall become the wife of D*Estang, 
or take the alternative of ending my days in a convent, in 
the interior of Mexico. Of the two, my choice is already 
made. I will never wed this count. Morton, my hope is 
in you, or death. If you fail me, the latter may not. I 
would not die now — but can I live a life of misery ? I 
have knelt and prayed to my father to forego his terrible 
resolve. In vain. He is inexorable. Oh ! how he has 
changed of late! He is another being. Mother and 
wealth were his idols. One is dead — the other lost ; and 
now he would rebuild his fortunes on the crushed hopes and 
broken heart of his only child. He cannot love me, Mor- 
ton, and I have learned to fear him. Gould he have loved 
my mother? If so, why am I treated thus? Of M. 
D*Estang — he once visited my father in the city of Mexico. 
I was then a child — but it seems he conceived a passion 
for me even then, which years have strengthened rather 
than weakened. I say passion ; for bad he ever loved^ he 
would not buy me like a slave now. How he and my fa- 
ther met within a year, and how one bought and the other 
sold me, I cannot tell you now — perhaps I may when wo 
meet, should God permit us to meet again on earth. My 
hand trembles, and tears dim my eyes. Morton, dear 
Morton, I cannot write more. I have stolen away to do 
this. Will it ever reach you ? and can you assist me if it 
does ? Oh, Morton, by the sweet past 1 by our then happy 
hopes of the future ! I conjure you to come to my aid I 
But you must come disguised. If seen and recognised, I 
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verily believe your life will be taken. It is fearful.to think 
80, Morton — it is terrible ! No more. 

" Your own, VIOLA. 

" P. S. — Since writing the foregoing, I have seen my 
father, and learned that M. D*Estang is to meet as here, 
and that we are to leave in his private carriage. May 
Heaven help me ! V.*' 

This letter was written in a neat, but trembling hand, 
and it seemed as if the writer had often paused to give vent 
in tears to the grief of her overcharged soul. In fact, in 
more than one place, there was a slight stain, as if tears 
had fallen on the paper. Poor Viola! from my soul I 
pitied her ; and I silently vowed I would save her or perish 
in the attempt. 

" Well," cried Harley, the moment I had finished its 
perusal — " what think you now ? You see my conjecture 
was right. Ah, sir, the heart is often before reason in its 
own affairs. Well, Harry, do you blame me now for being 
excited ?" 

" No," said I ; " but how came you by this letter ?" 

" I will tell you in a word. While I stood talking with 
you, my eye chanced to light upon the post-office ; and, 
blessed idea ! I thought it possible Viola had written. 
That thought was almost maddening ; I could not stop to 
explain ; I rushed away, and you know the rest. But 
come ! come ! we waste time here. We now have a clue to 
Viola's whereabouts ; and I solemnly swear to set her free, 
or leave my bones upon the soil of Texas ! Poor Viola ! 
what has she not suffered ! And such Vk father ! 'Sdeath ! 
Harry, I must not think, or I shall unfit myself to act. 
Come, now to the purpose. We must change our first plan 
of travelling as gentlemen, and take to an humble calling. 
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What say you to an itinerant occupation ? what say you to 
that of a peddler V 

I • agree to anything, Harley, that will enable as to 
accomplish our design. As to turning peddler, I like the 
idea ; for in this capacity, our real motives will not only 
be effectually concealed, but we can travel in what manner 
we please, without exciting impertinent curiosity, and can 
force ourselves among rich and poor, high and low, and see 
society exactly as it is." 

**You are right in that, Harry; and I have oft<»n 
thought that but for the name of it, I should like the call- 
ing ; for instead of beholding society continually from one 
point of view, as one beholds the representations of the 
stage, we could thus, as it were, step behind the scenes, 
and see the actors as they really are. Of all men, to 
understand human nature, give me the humble itinerants ; for 
where we, as gentlemen, see society already made up, they 
see the making up ; and what from our point of observa- 
tion looks gold and silver, they, from a closer inspection, 
know to be only tinsel. The man or woman who would 
greet us with smiles and flattery, in our proper characters, 
would perhaps turn from us with scorn, should we present 
ourselves to them as peddlers ; and yet we and they would 
be the same individuals, with the same souls, the same 
thoughts and feelings, hopes and fears — the only difference 
being in position — to them the all important consideration 
of life ; and as you observe, we should see them as they 
are, for the simple reason that before objects so humble 
there would be no necessity of wearing masks. Oh ! the 
mockeries, mummeries, trickeries, and deceits of mankind, 
Harry, would make misanthropes of such as you and I, 
when once initiated into the secret extent of hypocrisy, 
were it not that in finding out the bad, where we looked for 
something better, we discover by the same means so much 
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that is good and deserving, which else had remained 
unknown, like flowers that struggle upward among weeds, 
but never reach the sunshine. But come ! come ! we must 
not stop now to indite homilies or moralize. We have 
work before us — let us be up and doing." 

And forthwith we set about preparing for our new 
vocation. 



CHAPTER VIL 



THB DISGUISB. 



Notwithstanding we were yery diligent, emplov'ng 
every moment, it was late in the day when we were ready 
to set out on our journey. By this time, however, every 
thing was prepared ; and having donned a plain suit, and 
packed onr more costly wearing apparel in our trunks, 
which we consigned to the care of our landlord; and 
having procured a couple of peddler's boxes for jewelry, 
and laid in a tolerably fair stock for trade or show, which 
we gave in charge of Tom, together with a well-filled valise 
of clothing necessary to a change ; we procured a convey- 
ance to a sn^all village on the mainland, which we reached 
jost as the setting sun was streaming across Galveston 
Bay, and turning its waters to gold. We drove to the 
principal inn of the village, ordered supper, and put up for 
the night. 

** To-morrow," said Harley, gaily, as together we sat at 
the tea-table : " To-morrow, Harry, we begin our adven- 
tures in reality ; at least we begin a new business ; and I 
am as impatient to be on the road, as ever a child was to 
see new toys. By my faith, Harry, I sometimes think wo 
are as much children at five-and-twenty as at five — the only 
difference being, that we are older, and larger, and require 
bigger play-things. I wonder what kind of a salesman I 
shall make. Faith ! I see myself at it now. ' Some very 
txtra fine jewelry, madam — earrings, brooches, chains, finger 
tings — very beautiful, I assure you — ^will you have the 
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goodness to look at. them?* Ha, ha, ha! what do yon 
think of that, Harry, eh ! for a commencement ? Gome, a 
wager ! a wager ! if you dare !" 

" Name it." 

** A week's keeping on the roau, that I beat you in to- 
morrow's profits !'* 

" Done !*' returned I, laughing at the idea that already 
we were beginning to be ambitious to excel in our new 
vocation. "But, Morton, you will not forget Viola? 
Bemember that profit is less an object with us than speed 
in our search." 

''Ay, true; but I do not forget that. It may be 
necessary, in order to succeed in our design, that we under- 
stand the business we profess, and practice alone will make 
us perfect. Nor is speed so very important as you might 
at first thought suppose ; for they will not use force with 
Viola — they dare not; and, without force, she will not wed: 
no, Harry, nor can she be forced to wed him ; she says so 
much in her letter ; and I know her well enough, to feel 
assured she will keep her word. But still there must be 
no unnecessary delay; and could my design be accom- 
plished without the means I am about to use — could it 
in fact be accomplished by speed merely — ^I would mount 
the fastest horse in the country, and ride as if for life. 
Do not think, Harry, because I seem indifferent, that I am 
not impatient to see her ; but my experience in life has 
tauglit me the value of prudence; and now that I am 
about to do battle for a great stake, I feel the need of hav- 
ing all my weapons about me and in good order. Speaking 
of weapons — do not let us forget, when we retire, to put 
our revolvers in proper order — for one never knows, in this 
country, how soon he may want to use them. Yes, Harry, 
I have a plan — not fully matured, it is true — but when it is, 
I will make it known to you — by which I hope to outwit two 
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canning knares, and steal the greatest prize our earth 
contains. If I do succeed, and you ever write that hook 
you were speaking of, I hespeak a prominent place in it for 
my chef-d'oeuvre of stratagem. By-the-hy, I believe you 
do not speak French V 

*'Xo." 

" I am sorry for that. But then — stop ! let me see !— 
yes, that will do as well ; you can be a Yankee." 

<'I do not understand to what you allude." 

" You will in good time, never fear ;" and Harley re- 
lapsed into a reverie, and did not speak again for five 
minutes, notwithstanding I asked him several questions 
meantime. His first words were: ^^But how to dispose 
of Tom ! for he must go with us." 

'* Oh, Tom will take care of himself; he is easily satis- 
fied," I replied. 

^^ You do not understand me, Harry. I mean in what 
capacity he is to travel with us ; for if as a servant, will 
people not think it singular that — " 

" Not at all," I interrupted ; " or if they do, what of 
it? We may be peddlers ; but it does not follow, you know, 
we must be poor ; and why not have a black to carry our 
boxes ? Some may think us a little too aristocratic for 
our profession — but that will do us no harm." 

" Well, perhaps you are right — consider it settled so at 
all events," replied Harley. " And now, Harry, let us 
retire to our room. Or, by-the-bye, I wish you would 
make inquiry concerning that carriage ; and if you can 
find out which course it went from here, I think we shall 
have no great difficulty in tracing it home." 

It was perhaps an hour later, that I repaired to the 
apartment assigned us for the night. The door was locked. 
I rapped several times ; but receiving no answer, I came to 
the conclusion that Harley had stepped out^ and taken the 
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key with hira. And I was further confirmed in this belief^ 
when, on inquiring at the bar, I was told that my friend 
had gone up stairs about an hour since, and that some one, 
no doubt himself, had come down and gone out within a 
few minutes. I seated myself and took up a newspaper 
to while away the time till his return. I was just in the 
middle of a vituperative article on Mexico, in which the 
writer boldly prophesied the consequences to that dis- 
tracted country, should she dare go to war with the great- 
est Nation in the world — that is to say, the Yankee Nation, 
— ^when, chancing to turn my head a little, I became avare 
that some one was looking over my shoulder ; and another 
glance showed me that the new comer was a stranger. 
Indignant at such vulgar rudenesS| I started to my feet, 
and confronted him with : 

"Well, sir, what is it?" 

He seemed astonished and alarmed, and instantly 8tam« 
mered out : 

" Pardonnez moi ! I want not'ing. I was just look at 
de papeer : vairee sorree I was deesturb monsieur." 

I looked him full in the eye, as he spoke, and became 
satisfied, from its contrite expression, he had erred through 
ignorance rather than design. He was a young man, ap- 
parently under thirty; though his face, lips, and chin were 
so covered with a black, matted beard, that it was difficult 
to fix upon his age with any degree of ' certainty. His 
skin was as dark as that of a Spaniard ; and long, black, 
matted hair fell down around his shoulders, and completely 
hid his neck. His eyes were light, I noticed, and had an 
intelligent expression ; and his dress, I did not fail to per- 
ceive, was something like my own. He seemed so penitent 
for having disturbed me, as he expressed it, that I felt my 
anger vanish in a moment ; but still I thought it best not 
to appear too easily pacified. 
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"You are a Frenchman, I perceive V I said. 

" Oui, monsieur, at your sarvais." 

"The French," I rejoined, " are considered a very po- 
lite people ; how is it that, being one of them, you could 
he so rude as to look over a gentleman's shoulder while he 
was reading ?" 

^^ Ten million pardone, monsieur ! I was forgeet. I was 
look at ze papeer, to geet ze nam." I do zo not ageen, 1 
do assure. I not would mak' my contree asham' — but I 
av not mooch breed a la mode. I was a poor pedleer." 

" Ah ! so you are a peddler ?" returned I, suddenly be- 
coming much interested in my brother chip. ^' Sit down ! 
never mind what is past : I was a little hasty." 

The sudden change in my manner, seemed to make my 
new acquaintance rather suspicious ; for he eyed me cu- 
riously ; and though he so far complied with my request 
as to seat himself, yet he managed to leave quite a space 
between us ; and I observed he put his hands in his pock- 
ets, aa if he feared I might, by some hocus pocus, abstract 
his money without his knowledge. In order to reassure 
him, I informed him that I was on the point of adopting 
his vocation. 

*^ Tou, monsieur?" he exclaimed ; ^^ you was become one 
pedleer ? By gar ! I was so mooch astonish nevare. I 
shall shook your hand off;" and faith I thought he would; 
for he squeezed and shook it for something less than five 
minutes : in fact, until I withdrew it, and begged him to 
reseat himself. '*I was so mooch happee, I forgeet," he 
said, by way of apology. 

" What do you sell ?" I inquired. 

" Jewelry, and sooch tings." 

" Jewelry, eh ? Why, then, we are both in the same 
Ime.' 

^' You sell him, eh ? ha ! By gar ! I was like to shook 
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your hand ageen, for say zo. But no — ^I do him not — I 
might forgeet ze leetle stop." 

" Which way are you travelling ?" I inquired. 

" I was just come from Galveston : I was for to try ze 
contree up to Brazos riviere." 

" Ever been this route ?'* 

" Nevare. I was coome from Nouvelle Orlean on ze 
boat, one, two day gone by." 

" Where do you put up for the night ?" 

" In zis hotel with monsieur." 

" Hum ! yes. How do you carry your jewelry ?" 

" In one leetle box, with strop — zo — under de arm." 

" Where is your box ?" 

" Up stairs. Will monsieur look at him ?" 

"With pleasure," I answered. 

" Will monsieur geet ze light ? I show him with mooch 
delight." 

I procured the light, and we went up stairs. To my 
surprise, the Frenchman stopped at my door ; and taking 
a key from his pocket, applied it to the lock. 

"Not here," I said; "you have made a mistake; this 
is my room." 

The Frenchman looked at the number, and replied, with 
a shrug : 

" If meestake, monsieur was mak' him : zis be my lodg- 
ing, where I keep ze box : Ze key say zo — see !" and with 
the last word, he threw open the door, adding : " Will 
monsieur step in, please ?" 

I went in, looked all around, and assured myself I was 
not mistaken. It was my apartment: and there, before 
me, proof positive, were my box and Harley's. 

" Well," I said, rather sternly, " are you satisfied now* 
I told you it was my room before you entered it ; now I 
trust you are convinced." 
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" But I say zis be my lodging," replied the other ; " and 
Bee ! dare was my varee box ;" and going up to one, he . 
commenced fumbling at the key hole. 

I was never a person to be trifled with ; and suddenly 
becoming indignant — for I felt my new acquaintance was 
presuming on my good nature — I seized him by the collar, 
dragged him back from the box, and exclaimed : 

" Sir ! what do you mean by persisting in this foolery ? 
Begone ! leave the room instantly, or I will throw you 
down stairs !** 

"Why, Harry, you needn't work yourself into such a 
passion about nothing ; t suppose I have a right here as 
well as you ; and that box is mine !" said my French ac- 
quaintance, in the voice of Morton Harley. 

I never was so thunderstruck in my life ; I was perfectly 
dumb with amazement ; and for nearly a minute I stood 
speechless, gazing upon the person before me, but almost . 
doubting still it could be Harley. 

" Is it you, Morton ?" I inquired, at length. 

"Well, Harry, it's nobody else," he answered, in a 
phrase peculiar to the West ; " and if you longer doubt, 
see here ;" and he forthwith removed his wig, whiskers, and 
moustaches, and stood before me Morton Harley indeed, 
bat with his skin discolored by the liquid he had used to 
change his complexion. 

" What shall it be ?" I inquired; " I see I am in for it 
again." 

" Oh, never mind the wine this time, Harry. I forgive 
you a little rough usage, and some harsh words, and you 
must forgive me the joke. In fact, Harry, it was not 
intended for a joke ; but the most serious earnest : and on 
its success depended the prosecution of my design. Do 
yoQ comprehend me ?" 

7* 
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^* I think I do. But tell me ; where and when did jou 
procure this disguise 7" 

" It was made for me some years ago, and first used 
while at college, to steal a march on the Faculty. It has 
been lying in my trunk ; but I neyer showed it to you, for 
the reason that I wished first to test its virtue, and have 
some harmless fun at your expense. Henceforth, with 
Heaven's aid, I dedicate it to a service of momentous 
importance ! I shall not fail to deceive them — eh ! 
Harry ?" 

" You could deceive your own mother : I never saw an 
illusion so real." 

" Ha ! ha ! I could now shout for joy. Let them have 
a care ! let them have a care ! But the carriage, Harry — 
you made the inquiry ?" 

« Yes !" 

"Welir 

^^ At first I could get no trace of it— could find no one 
who had seen it ; but at last I met a stable-boy, leading a 
horse, who assured me such a carriage had passed him 
about a mile from here, on the road running northward." 

^^ Bravo ! As Bulwer says, ^ the night is passing/ 
Oh, that I knew the future ! Come, Harry, let us turn in 
—for we must be up betimes. Remember the wager !" 

'^ I hope to take some pleasure in reminding you of it 
to-morrow eve," I replied. 

That night I had confused dreams of distressed damsels 
and French peddlers. 



CHAPTER Vm. 



INCIDENTS. 



Thb morning rose bright and glorious; and the sun, 
which here in this delightful climate shines a perpetual 
summer, now poured a golden flood over awakened nature, 
making everything look joyous. We are all, in a greater 
or less degree, the children of nature ; and our hearts are 
apt to feel buoyant when she smiles, and depressed when 
she frowns or looks gloomy, as the infant prattler takes its 
cue from its mother. 

Harley and I were up betimes ; and after breaking our 
fast, we set out upon our journey, our hearts swelling with 
a secret, inward exultation, which is at times felt by all, 
but which language cannot describe. 

We had resolved not to begin our new vocation till we 
were two miles on the road; and Tom was accordingly 
ordered to follow us at a respectable distance with our 
boxes. We passed several fine-looking houses, and at 
length came to a deep wood ; when, retiring into a thicket, 
Harley donned his disguise, which he was determined hence- 
forth to wear, lest some accident might betray him to his 
enemies. 

We now for the first time slung our boxes under our 
arms ; and if we did not look foolish, I certainly for one 
felt so. I found it was one thing to turn peddler in imagi- 
nation, and another to be so in reality. Still I braced 
myself up with the reflection, that it was not for paltry 
gain I " had taken to the road," but to accomplish a great 
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purpose ; and by dint of much reasoning with myself to 
this effect, I had almost " screwed my courage to the stick- 
ing point," when I chanced to espy Tom, with his back 
toward me, shaking as if with the ague. 

" What is the matter with you ?'* cried I. 

Tom started, turned around, and tried with all his might 
to look grave and serious ; but the desire to laugh over- 
coming his fear of punishment, he, i^ter displaying sundry 
contortions of countenance, burst forth in one regular 
negro '^yah! yah!*' that might have been heard half^a- 
mile. 

"You — you can lik dis chile, Massa Hal," he said — 
" bu>but I can't help it — dat de fac' — ^yah ! yah ! yah !" 

" Welly what in the name of common sense are you 
laughing at ?" 

" Why, I was tinking how you look, ef Massa Waron, 
or old Moll seed you now. I neber tink ypung Massa 
Harry, de greatest buck in ole Wargin's, come down to 
dis." 

" I may come down to something worse for you, if you 
are not careful," I replied, sternly. " Hark ye, boy ! laugh 
your laugh out now ; and mind you never betray, by word, 
look, or sign, that Harley or I are other than we seem, or 
I will break every bone in your body !" 

" Come, Harry," said my friend, " never mind Tom ; I 
know he will be true — or" — and he gave the black a 
significant look, and pointed to one of his revolvers, 
which had an instantaneous effect in bringing about a 
silence. " Come, Harry, let us forward — for I long to be 
playing my part." 

" Ay, and your part is an easy one, compared to nune, 
Morton." 

" How so ?" 

*' Because you will act behind a mask, and so conceal 
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both your own face and your blushes; while I shall be 
obliged to expose, to the rude gaze of all I meet, an open, 
honest, modest countenance, wliich I fear will be perpetu- 
ally blushing for what its owner does." 

"Well, there is some truth in that," laughed Harley; 
** Int you must console yourself with the reflection, that no 
one here will know you, and that you will never see your 
kind patrons but once. Come, the wager ! the wager ! 
Faith ! I see I shall win without an effort." 

*^Be not too sanguine," said I, now thinking of nothing 
but yictory ; for, from a child up, I was always ambitious to 
excel in whatever I undertook. '^ The first house shall be 
yours, the second mine; and so we will continue, alter- 
nately, till we tire of the sport." 

" And fail not," returned Harley, " to make inquiry of 
all you see concerning the carriage, and the 'location of 
D'Estang Yille; for some one perchance may know of it; 
and once discovered, away with all thoughts but those of 
love and happiness, or despair and revenge." 

It was a rich, beautiful country over which we were 
now passing ; and at regular intervals were the dwellings 
of wealthy planters. At the first of these — a pleasant look- 
ing mansion, standing off to the right of the road — Harley 
stopped ; and bidding Tom loiter behind, I went forward 
to try my luck and test my assurance at the next. The 
distance between the two was about half a mile ; and so 
occupied was I with thinking of how I should feel and act, 
and what I should say, that the beauties of a splendid land- 
scape, reposing in the soft sunshine of a lovely day, were 
unnoticed ; and the silvery warblings of hundreds of gay- 
plumed songsters were unheard. 

At length I found myself opposite a modest, genteel 
residence ; but when, after gazing upon it a few minutes, I 
desperately turned my steps into the neat enclosure in front 
6 
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thereof, I felt just as I always fancied a man mnst feel 
when caught in the act of robbing a neighbor's hen-roost. 
I kept on, however — at least my feet did — though my 
heart seemed all the while going backward — and I really 
debated with myself, whether there would not be a separa- 
tion between the two by the time I should get there. A 
couple of negro children were playing near the house ; and 
advancing to them, I inquired, in a tolerably even tone of 
voice, considering the state of my nerves, if their mistress 
was at home. The reply was in the affirmative ; and sam- 
moning all my fortitude for the awful trial, like a man 
who is going to be hung, I found myself at the door — 
though to this day I have no distinct recollection of how 
I got there. 

I knocked. 

*' Come in/' said a sharp voice ; and the next moment, 
trembling from head to foot, with perspiration standing all 
over me in drops, I found myself in a neat, genteel apart- 
ment, where a pale, thin-lipped, sharp-featured, starchj- 
looking lady sat tying a ribbon around a sombrero. 

I remember this distinctly ; and how I wondered, at tbe 
time, if that would ever shade such a sneaking, hangdog- 
looking countenance, as I fancied SLuifelt mine at that mo 
ment must be. 

''Well?" said the woman, sharply, eyeing me snspi- 
ciously from head to foot. 

" Madam, I—" 

" We don't want to buy anything, sir." 

*^ Ton mistake me," I stammered, feeling the hot blood 
of shame and confusion rush to my face, till I thought the 
heated veins would burst. I — I — called, madam — for — a 
drink of water.*' 

" Oh ! ah ! I beg your pardon, sir ! — pray be seated. 
Dinah, (to a negress in an adjoining room,) a glass of water 
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Here for tUs gentleman. You must excuse me ! I thought, 
from seeing your box, you were a peddler ; and I detest the 
lazy drones, who go strolling about to cheat honest, indus- 
trious citizens." 

*• Yes, madam, so do I," I replied. " Of all professions 
on earth, I think that of peddling the most detestable ;" 
and I spoke from my heart. Here Dinah brought the 
water ; and having drank, I rose to go. ^' Could you direct 
me to D'Estang Ville ?" I inquired. 

" D*£stang Ville !" repeated the other, musingly. " I 
think I have heard the name before. It is not in this vici- 
nity, I think." 

" I believe not, madam ; at least I have heard it is near 
the river Brazos." 

** Well, no, I could not direct you to it ; but if you take 
the road to your left, a mile or two beyond here, you will 
be right for the Brazos." 

" Thank you, madam ; I wish you good-day ;" and I de- 
camped, feeling something like an escaped convict. 

Having got out of sight of the house, I sat down by the 
road side, to wait for Harley. In about ten minutes he 
made bis appearance. 

" Well, Harry," he said, " what success ? Ah ! I read 
failure in your countenance." 

I gave him the particulars of my first attempt ; and after 
a hearty laugh, he rejoined, gravely : 

*^I was afraid of this, Harry. You must try again, 
and—" 

" No, I thank you," I interrupted ; " I am satisfied 1 
fras never intended for a peddler. Fortunately, I am not 
obliged to adopt the profession ; and as to the wager, why, 
I will consider myself the loser." 

" Kay, Harry, this will not answer my purpose. You 
must try your hand at this business, till you can pass for a 
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salesman — otherwise you will be ignorant of what you pro- 
fess ; and this may accidentally be discovered, at a time 
when discovery will be fatal to my project." 

^^I shall never succeed, I assure you, if all my custo- 
mers are like yonder shrew." 

"You will hardly find two alike, Harry; though from 
what I understand of this shrew, as you term her, I doubt 
not she is the one to trade liberally, if you only touch her 
right. Mankind is a great organ, on which, in order to 
play any tune, you have only to be master of the keys and 
stops. Come, I will go back and trade with this woman, 
just to convince you of the truth of what I say." 

" Better not try her, Harley ; she will set her dogs on 
you." 

" No fear of that — shrews do their own dogging," said 
Harley, laughing. " Stay you here till I return. I will 
not be long away." 

" No longer than to go and come," rejoined I. 

But my friend did not return so soon as I expected : in 
fact, it was a full half-hour ere I saw him again. 

" Well," said I, " were you turned out of the house ?" 

"No," he answered, " I was politely bowed out, with four 
dollars and sixty-two cents more in my pocket than when I 
entered. Ah ! my dear fellow, nothing like touching them 
right." 

" And did the old woman really want to trade, after 
all ?" 

"Why, she said not; but I knew better; and I stayed 
till I sold her the amount named." . 

" Wellj I have only to say, then, that if you can make 
all the world believe the mooii is ma3e of green cheese, I 
can make somebody. I will try again." 

I did try, and succeeded beyond my expectations ; and 
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each new trial gave me fresh assarance ; till at last Harley 
said he thought me properly trained for his purpose. 

It was now considerably past noon ; and as neither of us 
Iiad eaten since morning, we resolved to push forward to a 
small village, some two miles distant, and there put up fox 
the night. 

On our way thither, we came to a fine-looking dwelling, 
from which issued the sweetest, most melodious music I 
had ever heard. It appeared to be a female voice, accom 
panied by a guitar. 

"Beautiful!" whispered Harley, as breathlessly we 
listened to the rich, clear, full notes. " Divine !" 

I cannot tell why ; but an irresistible desire possessed 
me to see' the singer ; and grasping my box, as the last soft 
tones seemed to melt away into ''thin air," I resolutely 
aaid to myself — 

" I will, and here is my letter of introduction." 

"Where are you going, Harry?" inquired my compa- 
nion, as I turned my steps toward the mansion, which stood 
half-embowered in a beautiful enclosure, that might not in- 
appropriately be likened to ancient Eden. 

" Going to make love," I replied. 

" Better do it on a full stomach," he rejoined, with some- 
thing more in the way of remonstrance, to which I paid no 
attention. 

I entered the enclosure, and passing through an orange 
grove, along a walk fragrant with the rarest and most de- 
lightful flowers of a southern clime, approached the man- 
sion. One idea now filled my soul. Should I see the un- 
known songstress ? and should I find her person as bcauti- 
fal as I knew her voice to be melodious ? Tell me not there 
is no such thing as animal magnetism — a something which 
draws together souls, and unites them, like loadstone and 
steel. I know better — I know it from experience. Else 

8 
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"why went I to seek out the fair warbler, without reflecting 
on the consequences ? Had I been guided by reason, or 
by judgment, I should not have gone ; but I acted from 
an impulse stronger than reason or judgment; and if this 
impulse was not in itself magnetism, I know not what it 
was, and willingly leave the subject, with the fact, for the 
further investigation of the curious. 

I reached the vine-covered portico of the mansion, in a 
very peculiar frame of mind, and rang the bell. A negro 
woman answered my summons, and invited me to enter. I 
did so ; and was shown into a very elegant parlor, where I 
seated myself on a rich sofa, with the air of a lord. 

" Is your mistress at home ?'* I now inquired. 

" No, massa — she gwine down to Ga'veston. 

" Ah ! then it was not her I heard sing ?" 

" Oh, bless ye, no, massa — missus neber sing — dat was 
young Missee Clara, I guess you beam." 

** And pray who is Miss Clara ?" 

"At your service," said a rich, silvery voice ; and a 
beautiful young lady, robed in white, glided gracefully into 
the room, and advanced toward me. 

I rose, bowed, and then recollecting I could offer no ex- 
cuse for being there but my jewelry, I suddenly grew con- 
fused and abashed, and would have given half I was worth 
to have been anywhere else just at that moment. But my 
confusion ended in rapturous astonishment, when the lovely 
being before me suddenly bounded forward, threw her arms 
around my neck, and embraced me in the most affectionate 
manner. I returned her embrace — for the temptatio^l wa« 
too strong to resist ; but for the life of me, I could not tell 
whether I was being hugged for myself, or for somebody 
else : at all events, I thought there would be no Uarm is 
improving the time — and, as I have said, I did so. 



CHAPTER IX. 



IN LOVE. 



The first words of my fair hostess increased my per- 
plexity and amazement. 

*' So, truant, I have you at last !" she exclaimed, with 
animation, stepping back a pace, resting a hand on each 
shoulder, and letting her soft, bright eyes look full into 
mine. I was bewildered. 

" Good heavens !" cried I, — " do you know me ?" 

^' To be sure I do : did you think two years would efface 
your image from my remembrance ? Ah ! I would have 
known you had we met accidentally in a strange city ; how 
j^uch more then here, when I knew you were coming. 
You look well," she continued, while I stood dumb with 
astonishment ; ^' better than I ever saw you before ; travel 
has improved you ; you are right handsome." 

Here she turned her head aside, and I could perceive a 
nervous twitching of the muscles around her mouth, as if 
she. were trying to repress the exhibition of some deep 
emotion. But in vain her effort ; and the next moment 
she lay heavily against my breast, and her tears flowed 
freely. 

** Chide me not!" she murmured; ^' chide me not! I 
promised not to weep ; but I cannot help it ; I am so glad 
to see you." 

** This must be some mistake," I now ventured to soy, 
hardly knowing whether to regard what I saw and felt, aa 

(91) 



92 VIOLA. 

. tt , ______ 

real, or as some vision of the brain — a dream from which 
all too soon I must wake. 

^' How a mistake ?" she inquired, looking up. 

" Why, who do you take me for, fair lady ?" 

" Come, come — no more of your jokes — at least not now. 
You cannot play upon me. I tell you I know you. I re- 
cognized your voice, when you so innocently inquired who 
is Miss Clara ; but I thought I would be sure, ere I made 
any demonstrations of joy. But where is aunt ? and how 
is it you come alone? Ah! some mischievous plot of 
yours, I'll be bound." 

" Miss Clara,*' replied I — ^' since such I understand is 
your name — this appears to be a very singular mistake, 
which, on your account, I regret exceedingly. You are ex- 
pecting some one, between whom and myself there must 
be a very extraordinary resemblance ; but I do assure yoa, 
most sincerely, I am not the person you take me for ; and 
that never, till within this hour, had I the pleasure of look- 
ing upon your countenance." 

" Ah, brother," she said, pouting her rosy lips, " why 
will you persist in teasing me in this way 7 Come ! I shall 
get angry, if you do not instantly acknowledge that yoa 
are Walter Moreland, my own dear brother, and then give 
me such a kiss as a sister ought to have." 

** Moreland !" repeated I : " Moreland ! surely that 
name is familiar to me — where have I heard it befbre? 
Ha! yes — it must be the same !" exclaimed I; and hastily 
producing my pocket-book, I took from it a memorandum 
of facts gathered from the letters of the young man who 
perished the victim of a gambler on the Neptune. *TAo- 
ftias Morelandj of Centreville^ Texas, — Son of a Widow 
Moreland,'' I read. " May I ask. Miss Xlara, if you 
know the individuals mentioned? and if they are con- 
nected with your family ?" 
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\ " Brother, why will you tease me so?" cried my fair 

companion, with a vexed expression. ^' You know Thomas 



\% our cousin." 



^' Miss Moreland," said I, gravely, taking her hand, ^' I 
pee you still persist in calling me brother ; but you must 
be undeceived, as you soon will be. I solemnly give you 
my word of honor, as a gentleman, that I am not your 
brother — ^that my name is not Walter Moreland — and that, 
till yesterday, I never set foot on the soil of Texas." 

Miss Moreland looked at me incredulously, for a moment 
or two, and then, starting back, alarmed, exclaimed : 

"If not Walter Moreland, my brother, then who on 
earth are you ?" 

"My name is Henry Walton, and I am from Virginia." 

" Oh ! what have I said and done ?" she cried, hiding 
her blushing face. " Stay ! one test !" and suddenly 
springing to me, she lifted the hair from my right temple. 
" Ah ! no," she said ; " I am wrong ; the scar is not here. 
Oh ! sir, ten thousand pardons ! I am overwhelmed with 
confusion. Hetty, (to the servant, who had all this time 
been a silent spectator,) did you not think this gentleman 
my brother ?" 

" Didn't know, Missee Clara ; rader tink so when I seed 
you kiss him." • 

"Go and attend to your duties, Hetty!" said Miss 
Moreland, sternly, fresh color mounting to her temples, 
till her face glowed like a coal of fire. Then, turning to 
me again : " Ah, sir, I shall never forgive myself for mak- 
ing such a ridiculous mistake." 

I felt I could forgive her a hundred such ; and so no 
doubt would you, reader, of the sterner sex, had you been 
in my place. Had she been old and ugly, the case might 
have been different ; but it seems a very easy matter to 
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forgive a young and beautiful woman, when her only crime 
is that of being a little too a£fectionate. 

And here let me pause to say that Clara Moreland \ras 
both young and beautiful. Her age was about eighteen, 
and her form well developed and symmetrical. Every mo- 
tion combined grace and dignity, with a sort of winning, 
affectionate ease, if I may be permitted such a term, which 
made her very charming. Her complexion was light, and 
her skin soft and clear. She had sunny hair, and mild, 
liquid blue eyes, which beamed upon you, through their 
long lashes, a soul of intellect and tenderness. Her face 
was full, almost round, with a kind of radiant expression, 
which even in repose gave her an animated appearance. 
Her lips were full, and slightly pouting, and just suffi- 
ciently open to display a row of pearly teeth. A warm 
tint, of rosy health, rested on her cheeks ; and her color 
came and went in keeping with her feelings — presenting, 
not unfrequently in the same moment, the varying shades 
of an Aurora Borealis. Nothing could exceed in beauty 
the plumpness of her arms — which were now bare to the 
elbow — and the lady-like taper of her hand and fingers. 
Her smile was the most bewitching I had ever seen, and 
her laugh the most musical I had ever heard. In short, 
she surpassed the ideal picture I had formed from hearing 
her sing ; and as I intend to be candid with you, reader, 
I must frankly confess, that from the first I felt myself 
most desperately in love with her. 

In reply to what she had said in the way of apology, I 
stammered out something about being too happy in know- 
ing that I resembled one so dear to her ; and was going 
on in this strain — which would have brought me up, I know 
not where — when it suddenly occurred to me, that I was 
taking unwarrantable liberties with a mistake ; and I in 
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turn became confused and embarrassed, and finally ended 
with: 

*^ I crave pardon, Miss Moreland ! I know not what I 
am saying." 

A dead silence ensued, and we both stood blushing and 
abashed. I would have given no small sum, to have ex- 
tricated myself in a polite and dignified manner; but if 
my life had depended on it, I would not have ventured 
another sentence, for fear of making a fool of myself. Oh, 
the humiliating agony of that moment ! I shall never for- 
get it. I have been in some very perilous and trying situ- 
ations since ; I have seen death staring me in the face in 
various forms ; but candidly, I confess, I do not know that 
I ever felt morcy in the same space of time, in my life. 
You may laugh, reader — ^you that have never been simi- 
larly tried ; but I appeal to all of experience in such mat- 
ters, to say if they doubt the truth of my assertion. Talk 
about bayonets and batteries ! I have since faced both, 
lil^e a man, when the battle was raging, and death was 
doing its work on every side ; but it was nothing to stand- 
ing before the battery of the lovely Clara Moreland's eyes. 
I could think, reason, speak and act on the battle-field ; 
here I could do neither; all my intellectual faculties 
seemed jumbled into chaos ; and poor I standing there, a 
kind of " wreck of matter." 

Woman, by a peculiar gift, is generally the first, at such 
times, to recover herself; and it was so in the present 
instance : for Clara, accidentally resting her eyes on my 
box, said, timidly : 

" I believe you called to — '* 

*^ Oh, yes," I interrupted, speaking the first clear idea 
that entered my head, and which I gathered from following 
her eyes to the box: "Yes, I called to sell you some 
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jewelry ; have some very fine, I assure you ;" and I made 
a motion toward the box, when her language arrested me. 

" Jewelry V* she repeated, with a look of surprise. 
" Oh, then you are a peddler V* and I fancied she drew her- 
self up a little proudly. "I was about to observe, I thought ' 
you called to learn something concerning my cousin, 
Thomas Moreland, as you mentioned the name." 

Reader, did you ever, in a dream, fancy yourself in a 
glorious region of beatitude ? and then, by a blunder of 
the foot, feel yourself pitched headlong down, far down, 
into a quagmire ? If you ever did, you no doubt felt some- 
what "fallen from your high estate ;*' but even then, your 
feelings were bliss compared to mine, when I fully compre- 
hended what a mercenary blockhead I had made of myself. 
If what I had previously experienced may be termed the 
torture of bashfulness — what I now underwent must be 
denominated the quaintessence of meanness. 

What ! seek to sell jewelry to the divinity before me ? 
I, of the best blood of old Virginia — a descendant of the 
Cavaliers — the son of a wealthy planter — a gentleman of 
independent fortune ? I, Harry Walton, to seek to dispose 
of my gew-gaws, for a profit, to the only being I had ever 
seen that I loved 7 Oh, I could have cut my tongue out 
for uttering the words ; I would have torn myself with red- 
hot pincers, to have had them unsaid ; and as for the box 
of vile trinkets, if my wishes on that had been granted, it 
would long since have been in a place where I hope I shall 
never be. It has been said of the lamented Davy Crocket, 
that when he wanted to crawl through a hole one-half the 
size of his body, he thought of the meanest thing he ever 
did, and went through easily ; and on the saine principle, 
I ^believe, just then, I could have crawled through a gimlet 
hole. " Well," thought I, with an old motto, " desperate 
diseases require desperate remedies ;' and something must 
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be done now, Harry, to regain your footing, or you will 
never be able to hold your head up again." For the 
time it would take one to count ten, I thought intensely, 
desperately, agonizingly; and then I had settled on my 
course. 

"Miss Moreland," I began, with a courtly ease that, 
three minutes before, I would almost have sacrificed my 
right hand to possess: ^'Miss Moreland, in judging by 
appearances, we often judge wrongly. I am not what I 
seem. I am not a peddler. True, this is a box of jewelry ; 
and on the road hither I have stopped at several dwellings, 
and efiected several sales. But in doing so I had a pur- 
pose, which at present I cannot explain to you. And now, 
pardon me for speaking candidly, and saying why I am 
here. I was passing this house with a friend, when we 
were both arrested by hearing sounds of melody that I 
fancied could proceed from no ordinary being. To behold 
that being I felt an irresistible desire ; and without think- 
ing further, than that I could make my adopted vocation 
an excuse for my intrusion, I made bold to enter here, and 
you know what has followed." 

My fair companion again blushed, and seemed more em- 
barrassed than ever ; but finally stammered out : 

" This — this is quite singular — very strange !" 

" It is strange. Miss Moreland ; for everything appears 
strange to us, that we cannot give a reason for ; but what 
seems most singular of all, is, that in me you should 
behold such a likeness to your brother, and that in you I 
should find so near a relative of one who, a stranger to 
me. I chanced to see die, and consigned to a stranger's 
grave, in a strange land. It seems more than accident. 
Miss Moreland ; and I am fain to believe that Providence 
has brought us together." 

^' I do not understand you, sir," she said, turning pale. 
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"Thomas Moreland, your cousin, is no more." 

" Dead ?" she almost shrieked. 

" Alas ! that I must say yes." 

"How? where? when? Oh! this is terrible news! 
You are not deceiving me, sir ?" 

" He that could trifle with your feelings on such a sub- 
ject. Miss Moreland," I replied, gravely, " is a vile wretch 
— ^and I trust you do not think me such." 

" Oh, no, sir — no — forgive me ! I knew not what I 
said — this news came so sudden. Oh, tell me bow it 
happened !" 

" Calm yourself, Miss Moreland," I said ; and I pro- 
ceeded to give her all the particulars I knew concerning the 
gambler's victim — how he died and where he was buried — 
the which, being known to the reader, I need not here 
repeat. 

She burst into tears, and wept like a child. 

"Poor Thomas!" she exclaimed; "what a terrible fate! 
Alas ! alas ! his poor mother ! this blow, I fear, will kill 
her — for he was all her hope ;" and she wept anew. 

I did not offer anything in the way of consolation — for 
well I knew there is no solace for grief equal to tears. At 
last, becoming somewhat tranquilized, she proceeded to 
answer my inquiry concerning the unfortunate young man, 
by giving me a brief history of his family, which was in 
substance as follows : 

Frederick Moreland, the father of Thomas, had removed 
to Texas, from Kentucky, during the early struggles of 
llie late Republic for independence. He had a wife and 
four children, the youngest of whom, Thomas, was then an 
infant. He had purchased a tract of land near the 
Brazos, and been settled upon it only about six months, 
when a gang of Mexicans came to his house one night, 
killed him and three children, plundered the dwelling, and 
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set it on fire. Jast previous to the attack, Mrs. Moreland, 
irith her youngest born in her arms, had stepped out ; and 
hearing the murderous assault, she concealed herself in a 
thicket, and so escaped the massacre. This terrible blow 
had nearly proved fatal to her ; but she had survived it, to 
concentrate all her thoughts, affections, hopes, and fears, 
upon the only remaining child. He grew up a wayward 
youth, was over-indulged, and had squandered her fortune 
in drinking and gambling. For the last two years, how- 
ever, he had been a reformed man ; but, alas ! his early 
dissipation had planted the seeds of a disease that bade fair to 
make him its victim. His mother, with whom he lived, 
could not bear the thought that he should die so young, 
and advised him to travel ; and> to give him the means, 
was about to sell the little all she possessed, when it was 
accidentally discovered, that Frederick Moreland, the 
husband and father, bad a claim on the United States 
Government for services rendered, as surveyor on the Red 
River, previous to his removal to Texas. This claim, 
with interest, amounted to between one and two thousand 
dollars ; and Thomas, to see the country and improve his 
health, had gone to Washington, to petition Congress to 
settle it. Since then, Clara had heard nothing of him, 
till I informed her of his death. We were now led to 
believe, from what I had heard him utter, that he had 
succeeded in getting the money, and was on his return, 
when the desire of gaming getting the better of his reso- 
lution, he had yielded to the temptation, and so shortened 
his days. What an awful destiny was his ! and oh ! how 
terribly must the intelligence of his doom fall upon the ear 
of his poor mother ! I shuddered at the thought. 

My narration of the death and burial of Miss More- 
land's cousin — her brief story of his hfatory, and tho 
eaoBes that led to his untimely end — together with the 
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uniting of our sympathies on the same objects, living and 
dead — established at once a feeling of intimacy between 
her and myself, that months might not have eSeoted, had 
we met under other circumstances ; and as for myself, I 
coull hardly realize that we had known each other less 
than two hours — or rather, perhaps, correctly speaking, 
that we hardly knew each other yet. 

In further conversation Rhe spoke freely of her own 
history — ^said she resided in Houston — that her father was 
one of the early pioneers of the country — was a personal 
friend of General Houston — ^had fought under him for the 
independence of Texas — had risen to the rank of Colonel 
— was a member of the Texan Congress, and had been a 
strenuous advocate for annexation.* She had one brother 
older, and one sister younger than herself, and a mother — 
all now living. Her brother — who bore a remarkable re- 
semblance to myself, and who, as nigh as I could judge, 
was quite an original in his way — had been absent two 
years in Europe, and was now on his return. A letter had 
been received from him, dated at New Orleans, in which 
he stated he expected to reach Galveston by a certain 
steamer, which was now due. She, Clara, had come down 
to stay a day or two with her aunt — her mother's sister — 
who, with her children, three in number, had gone to meet 
her brother at the boat. As there was not convenient room 
in the carriage for more, she had preferred awaiting his 
arrival here. 

Thus conversing, happy beyond wish of change, I "took 
no note of time," till I chanced to hear a clock strike the 
fifth hour from noon. This suddenly brought to recollec- 
tion where I was, and in what manner I had left my friend. 
I sprang to my feet. 

" You are not going 7" said Miss Moreland, in a tone of 
bewitching sweetness. 
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** I must — I must ! — heavens ! how the time has flown ! 
I cannot realize we have been three hoars together." 

^^ To me it seems as if we had been much, very much, 
longer acquainted/' replied my fair companion, with the 
utmost naivete. ^* But perhaps," she added, quicklv, 
blushing at the thought of the construction I might put 
upon her words — *' perhaps it is because of your striking 
likeness to my brother. But surely, Mr. Walton, you can 
tftop to tea? My aunt would be delighted to see you; and 
my brother also, if he comes." 

** And no one could be more delighted at my accepting 
your kind invitation, than your humble servant, Miss 
Moreland," I replied ; ^^ and accept it I would, I assure 
you, bad I only myself t<^ consult. But there are others 
in the case. I have a friend awaiting me, and must there- 
fore decline. But, Miss Moreland — " here I ventured to 
take her hand, which trembled, as did my voice, while her 
respiration changed, the color deepened on her beautiful 
features, and her soft bewitching eyes sought the ground, 
and their long lashes drooped over them : ^' Miss More- 
land — " here I really began to grow embarrassed, with 
excess of emotion, and my brain to grow clouded : /' Miss 
Moreland — I — that is — will you — may I hope — this is not 
—our last — meeting — and that I — ^" 

^* Dar*s a nigger out here, says as how his name's Tom, 
and wants to know ef his Massa Walloon's in dis house !" 
cried Hetty, at this moment bursting into the room. 

Reader, you must fancy what followed — or if you can- 
not, you may console yourself with the reflection, that you 
know just as much about it as I do. I have an indistinct 
recollection, however, of seeing something white disappear, 
and something black take its place ; and Tom has since 
assured mc, in a sorrowful way, that the black was him- 
self) and that on that memorable occasion he was nearly 
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shaken to death. I am rather inclined to think he had 
some foundation for his assertion — from the fact, that the 
first thing I do distinctly remember, I was standing in the 
middle of the road, and had the collar of his coat closely 
compressed between two thumbs* and several nervous 
digits. 






CHAPTER X. 



THE BT-ROAD. 



On quitting my hold of Tom, which I did the moment I 
had fairly regained my senses, I demanded to know what 
had become of Harley, who was nowhere to be seen. 

" He gone, Massa Hal — two, four, seven, ten hours ago," 
replied Tom, who had no very extended knowledge of nu- 
merals. 

" Gone ?•' echoed I. 

*^ Yes, Massa Hal : he wait 'bout short time, and den 
he tell me to tole you you find him at de tabern. I wait, 
and wait, and wait — till, golly ! I tink mebby you gone to 
— ^and den I go and 'quire ; bu-bu-but — " 

Here Tom stopped, rubbed bis head, looked significantly 
at me, and concluded to let the sentence end thus. 

"Well, boy, never mind," I said: " I abused you with- 
out cause, I know, and you shall be paid for it. Gome ! 
take up the box, and let us hasten forward — ^there is no 
telling in what mood we shall find Harley." 

In less than half an hour, I stood upon the piazza of the 
only inn of a small but pleasant village. 

"Is it possible you have arrived, Harry?" exclaimed 
Harley, coming out to meet me. " Well, this is indeed 
surprising! Why, I thought you had married your un- 
known nightingale, and had flown away, to have a honey- 
moon of air and melody. How's your stomach ? By-the- 
bye, some fine cold fricasseed chicken, ham, venison-steak, 
and apple-dumplings in here — would have been hot, had 
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you come in time. I thought I might as well order seve- 
ral dishes, seeing jou are to defray the expenses. No fine 
old port here, or champaigne ; hut never mind — we may 
find something better yet. Well, how did you get on, any 
how? But, joking aside, I have learned something im- 
portant. No one here knows anything of D*Estang Ville ; 
but a stranger, who overheard me making inquiry about 
the carriage, politely informed me that he saw such an one 
stop at a road-side inn, some five miles^rom here; and 
that two gentlemen, and a very beautiful lady, alighted 
from it. I doubt not they were those we seek ; and as 
soon as you have eaten, Harry, I am for pushing on, and 
learning more about them to-night. Come ! what do you 
say ?" 

^^ I am sopiewhat fatigued, Morton, with this day*8 work ; 
but I understand your anxiety, and will go." 

"Hasten, then, with your dinner — for I wish to get 
there before night. The inn is on a by-road ; and though 
I have inquired out the way thither, so that I think I shall 
have no difficulty in finding it, yet I would rather do so by 
daylight. And now," he added, " it suddenly strikes me, 
as something singular, that they should take a by-road, 
and stop at so obscure a place. Eh ! Harry — what do you 
think of it?" 

" I cannot say that I altogether like it," I replied ; 
" though the by-road you speak of may be the nearest way 
to D'Bstang Yille ; and their simply stopping at the inu 
proves nothing sinister." 

"Well, we shall see," was Harley's reply. 

While engaged with my meal, I gave him an account of 
my remarkable adventure in the way of love and romance ; 
and laughing heartily at the ludicrous opening, and still 
more ludicrous finale, he said : 
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" Why, Harry, you begin about as romantically as 1 
did ; but you end — " 

" The end is not yet, my dear fellow," I interrupted. 

" Well, success to your affaire de coeur, since I see it 
has assumed that importance, and may it never cost you 
the misery mine has me. By Jove ! Harry, fate and love 
seem to be at work for you as well as me. How singular 
that, in the musical unknown, you should find the cousin 
of the poor fellow we saw die on the Neptune ! and how 
little you thought then, that the unselfish interest you took 
in his welfare, would eventually lead to the happiest, as 
well as most important, result of your life !" 

" Stop, my dear fellow ; you are going into futurity a 
little too fast ; it has led to nothing as yet, but a few hours 
of very agreeable conversation — and — we may never meet 
again. 

Harley burst into a hearty laugh ; and then with a deep 
sigh, a grave face, and doleful shake of the head, repeated 
my words : 

" And — we may never meet again; Poor fellow ! I see 
it is all over with you. Cupid has done his work. Well, 
you must assist me in my project now — and then if I can 
do you a good turn, rest assured I will." 

From the little village where we were now stopping, 
which for various reasons I shall not name, we took the 
road leading almost due west ; and having pursued this a 
couple of miles or so, we came to a rather obscure by-road, 
which branched off to the left, into a deep, dark forest. 

"This is our way," said Harley, pointing to it. 

'^ You must be mistaken, I think," I replied : " that is not 
a carriage road — it is only a road for mules and horses." 

" I am right, nevertheless," rejoined my friend, " for I 
made particular inquiry. And see !" he added, pointing 
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to the ground ; ^^ a carriage has passed along here, for here 
are the marks of "wheels.** 

" Well, then, if you are sure you're right, let us push 
ahead ; but truth compels me to say, I am not pleased with 
•he route.*' 

" Nor I,'* said Harley, looking troubled. " Why should 
they take Viola over such a lonely way as this ? Harry, I 
repeat, I do not like it ; to me there seems something dark 
and mysterious about it ; I fear all is not as it should be." 

"Of that you may be certain,** I replied; "else they 
"would not, in the first place, have taken Viola away against 
her will." 

" Right, Harry — right ; they may prove villains enough 
for anything. Heavens ! I grow uneasy at the thought ! 
Not till now have I looked upon the affair in this startling 
light. Oh, by my hopes hereafter ! if they do wrong her, 
they shall pay dearly for it. Ha ! what a cut-throat look- 
ing place !** continued Harley, as we advanced deeper and 
deeper into the woods. "Let us stop and examine our 
weapons, Harry ;" and as each drew forth a pair of Colt's 
revolvers, and saw that everything was right, he added : 
" Well, after all, we have no great deal to fear, while we 
have such powerful friends as these to stand by us. And 
there are three of us," he continued, nodding to Tom, who 
stood respectfully back, with a box under each arm. 
" I suppose we can depend on him — eh ! Harry ?" 

"To the death,*' replied I: "a braver fellow never 
lived.*' 

" Well, he must have one of these instruments of death* 
Can you shoot, Tom ?" 

*' Never tried um, massa," answered the black. 

" Come here ;" and Harley explained to him how to uso 
the revolver — ^which, as most of my readers know, simply 
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consists, when charged, in pnlling the trigger. ^^ Well, 
Tom, what do jou think now V* 

" Spec' I could do dat, massa," griniied Tom. 

^^ Well, take it, conceal it aboat jour person, and mind, 
boy, you do not lay a hand on it again till we bid you, or 
you find it absolutely necessary to send a ball through 
some villain's head ! Do you hear ?" 

'^ Yes, massa — I do just as you tell um ;" and Tom trans- 
ferred the revolyer to a side-pocket, with a feeling of pride 
at the confidence reposed in him, which I had seldom seen 
expressed in his honest countenance. 

About a mile further on, we came to a creek, or small 
stream, which crossed the narrow road we were travelling. 
There being no bridge, we were obliged to ford it ; which we 
did, without other inconvenience than wetting our feet — ^it 
being about knee deep in the most shallow part. Thus far 
the ground had been nearly level, but very heavily wooded ; 
and since turning into this by-path — for it hardly deserved 
the name of road — we had seen no trace of a habitation. 
Every thing looked sombre and gloomy ; and to add to the 
dreariness of our journey, the day was nearly spent, and 
we knew that night must soon overtake us. The marks of 
irheels were here visible, and had been all the way hither ; 
but what was somewhat singular — or perhaps I should say 
suspicious — was the fact, that we could no where discover 
the trace of more than one carriage having passed over this 
route — ^thus showing, conclusively, it was not frequented by 
conveyances of this description. From the creek, as small 
streams are usually termed here, we ascended a slight emi- 
nence, and beheld, with any thing but pleasant feelings, 
the path we were pursuing descend into a swampy look- 
ing wood, between two walls of dense undergrowth, whose 
spreading branches, meeting overhead, almost shut out day* 
light, and made our way appear dismal enough. 
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On perceiving this, Harlej looked more troubled and 
anxious ; but compressing his lips, and knitting his brows, 
as one whose mind is made up for the worst, he merely 
said: 

" Come, Harry, let us quicken our pace." 

We did so, and pushed forward in silence — each experi- 
encing that intense, gloomy depression of spirits, which in- 
clines one to commune with himself rather than with another 
— when one feels that the human voice, even his own, must 
prove discordant with his feelings. 

We kept on perhaps a mile further — our road changing 
not for the better, and still without sign of habitation^ 
when the sun went down^ and the shadows of approaching 
night fell upon our lonesome wi^y, making it impossible to 
distinguish objects at more than a couple of rods from the 
eye. As if to increase the disagreeableness of our jour- 
ney, we now occasionally heard the hideous howl of some 
hungry wolf, the hooting of neighboring owls, the chirping 
and humming of night insects, and the whirring, flapping 
sound of bats, which began to cross our path in numbers, 
before and behind, whirling round us, sometimes almost 
brushing our faces, as if indignant that human foot should 
intrude upon a territory that nature had marked as their 
own. Night, too, came down upon us so fast, that in five 
minutes more we found it impossible to keep the path, only 
by fixing our eyes upon the narrow streak of light that 
was dimly visible through the meeting branches overhead. 

^•Well," spoko Harley, at length, gloomily, "this is 
more than I bargained for. Were it not that — " 

*^ Uello !" said a gruif voice, so close to us that both in- 
Toluntarily started, and laid our hands on our revolvers. 

"Who are you?" demanded Harley, sharply and 
quickly. 

" Wall, stranger, first, who ar' you ?" returned the voioei 
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in that broad, strong accent peculiar to the l^ckwoods- 
men of the West and South ; and we now became aware, 
rather by sound than sight, that the speaker was directly 
in front of us. 

^* We are travellers/' I hastened to answer. 

** Ha ! another voice/' said the unknown ; ^' how many 
are ye ?" 

** By what right do yon question, sir ?" I demanded, be- 
ginning to grow indignant. 

" Wall, no partikler right," answered the other — " only 
I'm a traveller too, and this arn't the safest place in the 
world to run agin strangers." 

^ You have nothing to fear from us, if you are peaceably 
disposed," said Harley. 

^^ Oh, as to that matter, reckon thar arn't much skeer 
'bout me," replied the voice, in a careless, off-hand tone. 
*^ I'm for peace or fight, just which happens to be trumps." 

*^ Well, do you know the country round here ?" inquired 
Harley. 

** Hev seed some on't in my time, expect," was tho an 
awer. 

"Is there a tavern on ahead?" 

•* Two on 'em ef you like." 

" How far is it to the first ?" 

" You mean the best ?'* 

" No, the nearest." 

" Wall, a good mile'n a half '11 fetch you thar." 

" Is it a respectable house ?" 

"Bette;r ax old Mike Browes, the lan'^rd, that thar 
question — ^he'll tell ye, stranger, — ^ha, ha, ha! But, 
jokin' aside, it's a rum place for them as has the rhino. 
'Spect you've got the tin, eh ?" 

None to boast of, though perhaps enough to pay for a 
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night's lodging," replied Harley. " But is the road from 
here there all the way like this ?" 

" Why, some'at so — leastways till you strike a d'ariDg, 
a piece this side." 

" Then there is a clearing in this part of the world ?" 
i*ejoined Harley, ironically. 

"Al'ays, stranger, when you come to em," was the 
ready and characteristic reply. 

" Thank you — we will now set forward : good evening, 
sir." 

^' Good-night," replied the stranger ; and still keeping 
his place in the centre of the road, he managed to touch 
each of us, as if by accident, as we passed by him ; and 
then we heard him mutter to himself, but could not 
distinguish what he said. 

^^ I do not like it," said Harley to me, in a low tone, 
when we had got beyond earshot of the stranger. " There 
is something wrong here, depend upon it ; but we are in 
for it now, and must take our chance. Keep close, Tom, 
and let us all be wary." 

" What do you apprehend?" inquired I. 

^^ I do not know ; we are in a part of the world where 
all sorts of crime abound, and should be on our guard for 
the worst." 

Our progress through the wood was now necessarily 
slow, by reason of the darkness ; but in less than half-an- 
hour we reached the opening, with no other incident worth 
recording, than the howl of one or two wolves a little 
nearer than was agreeable. On gaining the clearing, we 
could see our way much better ; and soon after we found 
ourselves in front of a large, rough-looking, two-story build- 
ing, which proved to be the inn of which we were in search. 

There was a light in the lower room, and we heard tho 
sound of many voices. 
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** Is it not singular, Harry," said Harley, after listening 
a short time, ''that there should be so many persona 
assembled in this out-of-the-way place ?" 

" What do you infer from it V* I inquired. 

" Why, to tell you the truth, I am apprehensive it is 
a haunt of robbers." 

'' I must admit I am much of the same opinion — at least 
things look suspicious." 

'' Well, we can judge better after having seen the 
interior. Let us keep together, and be civil, and we 
may meet with no difficulty ; but should they attempt to 
molest us, we know who are our true friends ;" and Harley 
tapped the butt of a revolver. ''I shall assume my 
French character while here ; and if you have occasion to 
address me by name, remember it is Jacques. Tom, you 
will keep ever with us ; and mind you do not allow your- 
self to get separated. And^ Harry, make no inquiry about 
the carriage or its occupants — leave all that to me." 

Saying this, Harley boldly advanced id the door, opened 
it, and entered — ^I keeping close to his heels, and Tom 
bringing up the rear with the boxes. 
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We now found ourselyes in a large room, poorly lighted, 
poorly furnished, and strong \7ith the fumes of tobacco. 
In one corner was a pantry-like bar, with a few shelves 
along the wall, garnished with bottles and tumblers, and a 
wooden grating in front, a portion of which belonged to 
the door opening into it. There were three or four small 
tables standing along the wall farthest from the door ; and 
at two of these, on stools and benches, sat some half-a- 
dozen rough-looking fellows, playing cards by the light of 
two tallow candles. They all looked up on our entrance, 
and stared at us a moment or two ; and then, as the 
majority resumed their games, one of their number arose, 
and handing his cards to his nearest companion, said : 

"Here, Bill, take my hand;" and he added something 
in a whisper. He then advanced to us, and continued : 
" Good evening, gents ; travellers, I reckon ?" 

" Yes," I answered — " peddlers, who wish to get a night's 
lodging." 

"Well, I can 'commodate you, expect," replied the 
landlord, for such the speaker was, as he took a rather 
close survey of our persons. " Want supper, 'spose ?" 

" Ko, we dined rather late, and having none too muck 
money, must try and get along without the expense of 
another meal," I replied. 

Again the host — who was a stout, heavily built man, of 
about forty, with black hair and beard, large bushy ^J^ 
(112) 
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brows, that met at the line of the nose, and a countenance 
otherwise strongly marked — examined us with an air of 
some curiosity, and then rejoined, pointing to Tom : 
" This nigger — is he a peddler, too?" 
" No, he merely carries our boxes." 
" Wall, must say you travel rayther stiff, to be so sHort 
of the rhino." 

** If we pay for all we call for, I suppose that is nobody's 
business but our own," I replied, a little sharply, begin- 
ning to grow indignant at what I considered a species of 
insolence. 

"Oh, certainly," replied the host, with a confused 
laugh: "meant no harm, stranger. You're right — nC' 
body's business. Come, sit down;" and he pointed to 
some vacant benches near. " Shall I take care of your 
boxes for you ?" 

" No, thank you — will not put you to that trouble — Tom 
can do that, for that is all he has to do," I replied, 
carelessly. 

"Wall, please yourselves, gents. If you don't want 
anything, why I'll just finish my hand. By-the-by, 
would you like a game to yourselves? — plenty of cards." 
"No, I never play," I replied. 

" Sometime, monsieur, I was play in Nouvelle Orlean,** 
now spoke Harley for the first time ; " and I lose six, ten, 
seven dollare ; and, by gar ! I play no not agin, nevare." 

"A cheap bought experience, my French friend," said 
the host, with a laugh ; and he returned to the table and 
resumed his game. 

The company seemed in good spirits — for they laughed, 
cracked rough jokes, swore some, drank, smoked, and 
continued playing, paying no attention to us beyoncf a 
glance now and then, such as frequenters of bar-rooms of 
A like character to this usually bestow upon strangers. 

10 
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We sat and watched them for about an hour, when I 
signified to the landlord that we would retire for th^ night 

" Sleep together ?" he inquired. 

" Yes ; and if you have something to throw on the 
floor, Tom will occupy the same apartment." 

The host called a drowsy-looking negro, handed him a 
light, gave him some private instructions, and bade us 
follow him. We quitted the room by a flight of stairs at 
the end opposite the players ; and as I looked back, I saw 
the whole company, the host not excepted, busy with 
their cards. No one seemed to think it worth his while to 
look after us; and this, I must confess, lessened my 
uneasiness, and lightened my suspicions. Still, I by no 
means felt satisfied that all was right. I did not altogether 
like the looks of the persons here assembled ; and I could 
not divest myself of the idea, that they had a motive in 
meeting here, so many of them, beyond the mere excite- 
ment of playing cards. Had there been dwellings along 
the road in the immediate vicinity, I should have thought 
less of it ; but unless they lived here, which was not 
probable, they must have come from a distance. 

Thus I reflected, as we followed^our black guide up the 
stairs. We entered a large apartment, which ran along 
the front of the house, over the bar-room, and whose only 
furniture consisted of half-a-dozen squalid-looking beds, 
and two or three benches. From this we passed into 
another room of small dimensions, which contained a de- 
cent looking bed, a small mirror, a wash-stand, a tin basin, 
a towel, aid a couple of old, rickety chairs. The black 
put down the light, and going into the other room, re- 
turned with a dirty-looking mattress, which he threw on 
the floor for Tom. He then inquired if we wished for 
anything more; and being answered in the negative, he 
groped his way down stairs, leaving us to ourselves. We 
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closed the door, and saw that its only fastening was an iron 
latch. « 

"Well, Harry, what do you think of it?" inquired my 
friend in a whisper. 

" I cannot say I am very well pleased — but I think they 
meditate no harm to us." 

" I agree with you, Harry — ^but also think it best to be 
on our guard. We must not all sleep at the same time, 
and this door must be fastened by placing the bed against 
it. And now let us examine the room carefully." 

We did 80 — ceiling, walls^ and floor — ^no part, not even 
a crack, escaping a keen scrutiny. But save that the win- 
dow was not large enough to allow a person to jump out— 
and that the partition, in which the door was hung, did not 
quite reach to the ceiling above — we discovered nothing 
calculated to increase our uneasiness or suspicion. I now 
opened the door, and setting the candle behind it, peered 
into the larger apartment. There were two windows in 
front, next to the road, and one of these was just suffi- 
ciently open to admit the gentle play of a cool, pleasant 
night-breeze. I took off my boots, advanced to it softly, 
and looked out. It was dark, very dark ; but I could see 
a few of the brighter stars through a hazy atmosphere ; and 
all around appeared quiet, as if nature were taking a calm 
repose — not even the howl of a wolf, or the hoot of an 
owl, broke the stillness — nothing, in fact, but the voices 
and occasional laughter of the persons below. Chancing 
to cast my eyes to the ceiling^ I perceived a spot of light 
thereon, about the size of a dollar. I naturally looked 
down to find its source, and saw it came through a knot- 
hole in the floor. With great care, lest my feet should be 
heard, I approached this, and placing my eye to it, had a 
full view of the party underneath. They were still intent 
on their games as when I left them ; and after watching 
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them a few ininutes, I returned to my room, and reported 
to Harley what I had seen. ♦ 

"Well," he replied, in a whisper, "this confirms me in 
my belief, that we haye nothing to fear ; but a little extra 
caution can do us no harm. Gome, let us place the bed 
and turn in." 

We were on the point of doing so, when we heard a 
clattering sound, as of a horse coming at full speed. We 
listened. It drew nearer and nearer, and in less than 
three minutes seemed to halt at the door. I hastened to 
the window, and was just in time to see a figure spring 
from its back, and advance quickly toward the house. I 
hurried to the aperture in the floor, and though I could 
not see him enter, I saw him a moment after, approaching 
the tables where the players sat. His step was quick and 
elastic, and his bearing lordly. He wore a kind of blue 
uniform, and had a black mask on his face. His person 
was instantly recognized, and I was struck with the defer- 
ence which all paid him. Each man rose to his feet, threw 
down his cards, and uttering the single word " Captain," 
stood in respectful silence till addressed. 

*^ Any strangers here, Mike 7" inquired the new-comer 
of the landlord, in a rapid tone, with a slight foreign 
accent. 

" Two peddlers and a nigger, but they are gone to bed," 
was the answer. 

The new-comer now removed his mask, and I saw that 
he was a rather good-looking gentleman of five-and-thirty, 
with a moustache on his lip, fine, sharp, pale features, and 
eyes black, sparkling, and intense. 

" I want another horse, Mike," he continued ; " the 
best blood you have, and a hasty lunch. In ten minutes I 
must be on the road, for I intend to reach home by sun- 
rise." 
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" It's a long joiirrtey, Cap'en, to be got over in tha*" 
time ; but Black Bess can do ber part to Ned Long's ; and 
that's a cool twenty-five miles; and thar you must git 
another critter to take you through to your Ville. I believe 
one animal can do it from thar — though it's been so long 
since I rid it, I most forgit." 

**You are right; but you forget something else — the 
horse and lunch." 

" In a twinkling, Cap'en ;" and the landlord withdrew 
in haste, to execute his orders. 

"Well, my good fellows," continued the Captain, (as 
for convenience I will call him,) " what success with the 
last? good— eh?" 

" Yes, Cap'en — yes, your honor," answered all at onoo. 

" No trouble in sliding now, eh ?" 

** Goes easy, Cap'en." 

"What are you doing here?" 

**Why," answered one, "we're just on our way out, 
and thought we'd stop and have a jolly parting cup with 
old Mike." 

"Well, right; you deserve to enjoy yourselves. But 
in a lower tone) these peddlers — did you trade ?" 

** Didn't try, Cap'en — too near home." 

" Ah ! yes — a good idea — it is as well. They suspect 
nothing, eh ?" 

" If I thought they did, I'd—" 

" No, no. Bill — none of that ; do nothing rash, for so 
slight a cause ; there are always cases enough of necessity. 
Were they proving troublesome, then — " and the Captain 
ended by laying his finger on his lips. 

Ilere the landlord returned, and the Captain withdrew 
with him, first telling the others to resume their games, 
which they did. About five minutes after, the front door 
opened, and a negro, thrusting his head in, said : 
8 10* 
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'^ Hoss ready for gemm^n." 

Soon after I heard the Captain sa j : 

^^ Good night, friends, and have a care." 

" Good-night, Cap*en ! Goqd-night, your honor! Long 
life to je !" were the eeveral replies. 

I now heard the door open, and hastened to the window. 
Harley was already there. 

" Ha, ha, ha V we heard the host laugh : " she's coy, 
Gap'en, I know — I seen it ; and she's got speret too— but 
she'll tame powerful under your hands." 

'^ I bring a little experience to the trial," laughed the 
other ; ^' and I have a way of my own in such matters. 
But remember — not a word to the others." 

" Oh, trust me! . I'm nobody's fool — no !" 

" Well, au revoir ! I ride to beauty's bower," rejoined 
the other ; and mounting a horse held by the negro, he 
added : '^ Next time, Mike, I hope to tell you more ;" and, 
with the last word, he touched the fiery beast with his spur, 
and was instantly lost in the darkness, speeding away like 
an arrow. 

I felt a pressure on my arm ; and turning to Harley, I 
became aware that he was in a Fainting condition. Placing 
an arm around his waist, I raised and bore him to our 
room, laid him on the bed, and wet his forehead with cold 
water. In a minute or so he revived, and sat up, support- 
ing himself against my shoulder. 

'^ My dear fellow," I whispered, for I did not care to 
speak aloud, ^^ what is the matter ? Are you ill ?" 

^^ I am better now, thank you," he whispered in reply* 
*' I did feel ill for the moment — intense and painful thought 
seemed to make my brain dizzy. Harry, tell me, candidly, 
am I a fool, or am I not?" 

*^ Why such a question, my friend ?" 
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*' Because I am unaccountably impressed with the idea, 
that he who just now rode away is Count D'Estang." 

^' Then if that make you a fool, I am another, for I am 
of the same opinion, though Z can give no good and suffi- 
cient reason therefor." 

^' Ah ! I felt it in my soul, a» one feels a barb in his flesh. 
Harry, tell me not that the human mind possesses not that 
faculty called instinct. We do haye it ; and it is mightier 
than reason, and surer than reflection. Tell me what you 
saw and heard." , 

I did so. 

" That word * Ville,* strengthens me in my suspicion," 
be said, as I repeated the language of the host. 

" It first excited mine," I replied. 

^^ What does he here ? and what means his connection 
with these men ? Oh, that the morrow were come ! The 
plot thickens, Harry; and if it go on thus to the endy we 
shall make ourselves heroes of a living romance. Oh, 
Viola ! Viola ! would I were with thee, to guard thee from 
peril, or perish in thy defence! Heaven help mei I shall 
sleep none to-night. Sleep you, Harry : I will watch. Oh, 
that the morrow were come I I am miserable." 

Thus Harley went on for some five or ten minutes, when 
he grew calmer, and began to tell me over his plans with 
regard to her he loved. I was fatigued and drowsy ; and get 
ting the bedstead moved against the door, I turned in, and 
was soon fast asleep — the monotonous whispering of my 
friend being the last sound I heard. 

He talked of Viola St. Auburn — ^I dreamed of Clara 
Moreland. 



CHAPTER Xn. 

SUSPICIONS AND CSRTAINTIBS. 

In the small hours of the morning, I was awakened by 
my friend, who said that if I would watch the remainder of 
the night, he would try and get some rest. I did so. 
Nothing, however, occurred to alarm us ; and a little after 
day-light we rose, dressed, and went below. As we passed 
through the larger chamber, I saw that the majority of the 
beds were occupied — but we passed on, disturbing no one, 
and without being ourselves disturbed. 

In the bar-room we found the landlord, who met us with 
a cheerful countenance. 

" Hope you slept well,'* he said. 

'' Like logs,'* was my answer ; and Tom, who was yawn- 
ing and rubbmg his eyes, seemed confirmation of the as- 
sertion. 

^^Rayther poor country for your business," said the 
host. 

" Why, it seems rather thinly peopled along here," I re- 
joined. 

" By-the-bye, what have you got to sell?" 

" Jewelry." 

'' Umph ! not much of them trinkets wanted aroand 
here : we rough, back- wood's fellows go in for things more 
useful." 

" How far is it to the next tavern ?" 

*' Wall, ef you turn up on to the main road — ^But which 
way are you travelling ?" 

a20) 
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"West." 

" Wall, on the main road — which yon must have left 
back here 'bout three or four mile — you*ll come to a tavern 
in about ten mile ; but along this, you'll have to travel 'bout 
twenty-five." 

" Any houses on this road ?" 

"None to speak on — ^leastways none whar you'll be 
likely to sell much." 

"I was want to find one Monsieur D'Estang," now 
chimed in Harley. " Somebody was tell me he was leeve 
in zis contree — but I was coome several mile, and I no see 
bim." 

" Ha ! do you know him V queried the host, quickly, with 
awakened interest, looking at us more keenly. 

" I was hear of him," replied Harley, with a significant 
shrug : " him one countreeman." 

" Yes, both French." 

" You was know him, eh ?" 

" I didn't say so — ^but the name's French." 

** Oui, monsieur — one grande nam' Frangais.*' 

"You want to see him on pertickler business 7' 

Harley answered by another significant shrug. 

"A little in the" — and the landlord made a peculiar 
sign. 

Harley smiled, with another shrug. 

" So, aha ! why didn't you make this known last 
night ?" 

" I mak* not'ing known, monsieur — not I — aha !" 

" I ^ee — very shrewd : sell jewelry — capital ! Take so' 
thing ?" and the host nodded toward the bar. 

"You was be one, eh?" and Harley winked knowingly, 
and gave another shrug, which in a Frenchman always 
Bay9«o much. 

" You shall see ;" and the landlord seized the hand of 
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mj friend, squeezed it in a peculiar way, pressing his thumb 
strongly on one of the knuckles. 

"Aha ! was convince — oui — varree rejoice I learn you: 
I was drink you health." . 

" You should have made yourselves known last night," 
pursued the host, as he entered the bar, and set a bottle of 
brandy on the counter. "You mought hey got into 
trouble." 

We drank to each other's future success ; and then Har- 
ley said : 

" But you was not tell me where Monsieur D*Estang ?** 

^* True, thar, gents ;" and the communicative host pro- 
ceeded to put us in possession of the very important fact, 
with such particulars as left us no doubt about finding our 
way thither. "Ef I'd only known you last night," he 
said, in conclusion, '^ I mought perhaps have saved you a 
journey." 

"How so ?" inquired I. 

" Why, the Cap'en was here." 

" Indeed ! here ?" echoed I, with a look of amazement ; 
^' how unfortunate we did not know it !" 

" All your own fault ; you oughter knowed Mike Browse, 
anyhow. By-the-by, I forgot to ax who sent you here." 

" We was eoome accidental," answered Harley, quickly, 
lest I shoul4 get confused — a very timely precaution. 
" We was just in zis contree from Nouvelle Orlean." 

" From New Orleans ?" repeated the other, musingly. 
Th^ suddenly : " Surely, you are not the — " 

" Oui," replied Harley, at a venture, as he paused. 

" Give us your hand again," cried the landlord, joyfully. 
" Glad to see you, as ef I'd trod on a nail. I know*d he'd 
send some one — ^but I mistook your business. The Cap'en 
'U be glad to see y >u, too — though he's got a good 4rork- 
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man since he writ ; but that's no matter ; al'ajs plenty to 
do in our profession — ha, ha, ha !*' 

•* Where, when, and how, will this mystification end?" 
thought I. I knew Harley must be as much perplexed as 
myself — though his air and look was that of one who un 
derstood the whole matter perfectly. 

Happening to glance at Tom, who stood back, with a box 
under each arm, the host continued, knowingly, nodding 
toward the black : 

" Have the tbols thar, expect ?" 

" Oui," said Harley ; " some jewelry, and do tool." 

" Could I just look at them ?" 

*^ I was like oblige — ^but, pardonnez moi ! it was with me 
one grande secrete ?" 

'^ Yes, I understand. Well, come in and take breakfast ; 
and as I hear our friends stirring overhead, I'll introduce 
you to some good fellows." 

" Pardonnez moi !" returned Harley : " I was like to 
mak' acquaint with gentilhomme — but I was not speak to 
only Capitaine. I was maybe do wrong speak to you, I 
do assure : you see, eh ?" 

" Oh, never mind, then — mum — you shall eat private." 

During our meal, the landlord continued his mysterious 
inquiries ; but Harley, by a peculiar run of good luck, an- 
swered each to his satisfaction ; and while my friend and I 
were puzzling our brains to know what it all meant, the 
host seemed to pride himself on the valuable discovery he 
had made. When we came to settle our bill, he refused to 
take a cent ; and on leaving, he whispered in our ears the 
pass-word, as he called it. 

" Well, what doe% all this mean ?" said I, when we were 
once more alone upon the road. 

^tReally, 1 felt like asking that question myself," re- 
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plied Harley. "But it means something — there is no 
doubt about that." 

" These men are banded together for some secret pur- 
pose, and at the head of them is Monsieur D'Estang," said 
I ; ^^ so much we know — the only question being as regards 
the purpose." 

" What say you to counterfeiters, Harry ?" 

* Faith ! you might have been more unlikely in your 
surmise — ^for supposing them such, I can see a meaning in 
nearly everything that was said." 

** Can you not in quite everything, Harry ?" 

* Why, the tools — what could he mean by them t" 
• " Can dies and plates be made without tools ?" 

" Ha ! true : and so he believes us — " 

"Perhaps die-sinkers or engravers.*' 

" But not knowing this, how dared you venture to an- 
swer his questions in the way you did ?" 

" Why, I knew I must venture something, after the con* 
versation had opened as you know how ; and I thought I 
might as well risk much as little : the result proved me 
right : besides, I was anxious to draw him on, in order to 
get some special information concerning D'Estang. So 
then I was not wrong in my surmise ! and it was he, the 
scoundrel^ that was here last night, boasting of bis power 
pver his prisoner, who of course is none other than Viola ! 
Oh; it is well I no more than suspected him last night ! for 
had I been certain of his identity, I do not know what rash 
thing, under a sudden, wild impulse, I might not have 
done. I verily believe I should have attempted his life ; 
and whether I succeeded or failed, I should have got my- 
self and you into most serious difiSculty. I am rejoiced 
all has happened as it has ; for now I know where to look 
for him, and am prepared to fight him invisibly, with the 
subtle weapons of canning and stratagem. And iiow, 
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Harry, we roust make our way, as fast as possible, to the 
inn on the main road, w)/ere, if horses can be procured, 
we will set forward at such speed as money can purchase. 
I feel there is no time to delay : in the hands of such a 
villain, Yiola is not safe a day. Oh, that I had wings to 
fly to her rescue ! What if he should force her into a 
marriage, Harry ?" 

^^ He will not venture so much, so soon, I think, Mor- 
ton." 

** I pray he may not !*' said Harley, in a tone of sup- 
pressed passion, his eyes gleaming with a wild, fearful 
light ; '' I pray he may not ! earnestly pray he may not J 
for her sake, his sake, my own ; — but if he ^o thus wrong 
her, Harry, by that awful, dread eternity to which we are 
hastening! I solemnly swear, not to rest, day nor night, till 
she is avenged — terribly, bloodily avenged !" 

About a mile beyond the inn where we had spent the 
night, the narrow road we were pursuing, forked. We took 
the right, and were glad to perceive the carriage of D'Es- 
tang had done the same. A mile, or perhaps a little more 
than a mile, still further on, we again struck the main 
ro^d, much to our delight — for though neither of us were 
cowards, to fear each bush and shadow, yet there was some- 
thing extremely unpleasant in travelling a solitary path, 
through a dense, dark wood, in a section of country which 
we had good reason for believing was infested by those who 
would stop at no crime which might stand between them 
and the object they sought, whatever that might be. 

Some two hours after reaching the main road, we arrived 
at a very genteel way-side inn, where we succeeded in pro- 
curing a conveyance to the next village, some ten miles 
distant. Here we fortunately secured fast horses and a 
guide, which set us forward some twenty-five miles in three 
hours. Our next and last stage was performed in a four- 

11 
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wheeled vehicle. We crossed the Brazos about dark, and 
an hour later had arrived at our destination for the day. 

We were now within three miles of D'Estang Ville; and 
at the inn where we put up for the night, we made casual 
inquiries about the surrounding country — the general cha- 
racter of the inhabitants — ^and of course, among ^he rest, 
did not neglect to question concerning him with whom we 
expected to have most to do. What we gathered of the 
latter, was in substance, that Captain — or, as he was here 
generally termed, Count D*Estang — was a French noble- 
man, of great wealth, who owned and worked one of the 
largest cotton plantations on the Brazos. D'Estang Ville, 
his private residence, was said to be the most charming and 
magnificent in all Texas ; and here, when at home, for he 
was much abroad, he lived in a style of sumptuous 
splendor. He not unfrequently held revels at his man- 
sion ; but only here and there a neighbor attended — ^most 
of the guests being from a distance, and strangers to all 
but the host. When questioned as to the moral character 
of Count D'Estang, our informants shook their heads sig- 
nificantly, and said that there were strange reports abroad 
that his gains were not all honestly come by, though none 
dared accuse him of crime. He was considered a roue.; 
and some hinted that tales might be told of innocence 
wronged, hopes blasted, and hearts broken—- only that those 
who could apeak, had their lips sealed by self-interest and 
fear. He was regarded as a dark man, rich and powerful, 
and more to be feared than loved. At present, rumor was 
busy concerning a new victim, who had mysteriously ar- 
rived in the night, in a close carriage ; but further than 
this, no one knew anything; and even this was rather 
guessed at, we found, than positively known. 

Such was the substance of what we learned trom the 
citiiens of— ^ — ^But the place shall be nameless. When 
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alone with me, Ilarlej groaned in anguish of spirit, and 
then knit his brows, and ground his teeth with rage. 

" Oh ! Harry," he said, " think of the latest victim ! — 
who can it be but Viola ? Oh ! it is terrible ! terrible ! 
The monster fiend! May the sure justice of Heaven 
speedily overtake him ! One night more of miserable sus- 
pense, and then to know the worst ; and if the worst has 
befallen her — then, in *the presence of the Omnipotent, do 
I consecrate this life to avenge her." 

I endeavored to tranquilize him, but for a long time in 
vain. At last he grew calmer, and we discussed our plans 
for the morrow. 

Though greatly fatigued, we slept but little that night. 



CHAPTER Xin. 



d'sstang yille. 



It was a beaatifal morning, toward the close of Sep- 
tember, that our eyes were first greeted with a view of 
D'Estang Ville ; and never had I beheld a combination of 
nature and art so superbly charming, so supremely en- 
chanting. From our point of observatiou, a very slight 
eminence, we saw a large, angular mansion, with its por- 
ticoes, piazzas, colonnades, balconies, turrets, roofs, and 
chimneys, lifting itself above a level landscape, in the cen- 
tre of a charming grove, and surrounded also by vines, 
and flowers, and arbors, and statues, and sparkling foun- 
tains, and winding walks, that led from sunshine to shade, 
and from shade into darker recesses, which, from where we 
were, our gaze could not penetrate. The mansion itself 
stood back from the road some quarter of a mile, and 
could be approached, in tk direct line, along a bowery foot- 
way, lined with statuary, and banked with the rarest, 
brightest and sweetest of flowers, whose perfume regaled 
the olfactory sense almost to satiety, and where all the ex- 
ternals, including the gay-plumed warblers fluttering and 
singing among the green branches overhead, made it seem 
enchanted ground — or it could be approached by a carriage 
road, scarcely less delightful, which made a circuit from 
one gate of the front enclosure to the other, a distat^ce of 
nearly a mile. In the rear of the mansion was a group of 
picturesque outbuildings, in the same fancy style of archi- 
tecture, half embowered in a level park, that stretched far, 

(128) 



d'estaxg ville. 129 



far away, reminding me of the world-renowned Eljsian 
Fields. No description can do justice to the scene, as it 
onrst upon our view under the rich light of a morning sun 
shining through a soft, clear, cloudless atmosphere of ce- 
rulean blue ; and I must leave the reader to fill out the 
picture with all he can imagine of the beautiful, assuring 
him he is more likely to fall short of, than to exceed, the 
reality. 

For ten minutes, to say the least, we stood and gazed 
upon the bright landscape before us, without speaking; 
and then turning to me : 

"What poet could dream of more?" sighed Harley: 
"it ravishes the sight; and oh! to think that yonder 
lovely retreat is the present abode of an angel and a 
devil !" 

"Had Eden been more than this, methinks our first 
parents could not have survived the loss," returned I. 

" With that and Viola, my Heaven would begin on 
earth," said Harley. 

" With that and Clara, amen !" thought I 

" Come,"' pursued Harley, " while we stand idly here, 
we accomplish nothing. You know my plan — so let us 
forward." 

** I fear you will find it less easy to execute than you 
thought," I rejoined ; " but I am yours to command." 

As we were about to descend to the road, which ran 
along before us at the distance of a hundred yards or so, 
our attention was arrested by the appearance of a horse* 
man, who suddenly emerged from among the trees near the 
mansion, and advanced along the graveled path toward one 
of the gates at an easy canter. We stopped to note hid 
movements, and as he drew nearer, 

•* How is it, Harry — do my eyes deceive me — or is that 
D'Estang himself 7" said Harley. 

11* 



130 VIOLA. 

*^ I would not be positive at this distance/' I replied • 
"but I think it is the Count." 

*^ If it is he, and he about to leave, in so much are we 
fortunate," replied my friend. 

The horseman rode down to the gate ; and after passing 
a few words with the porter, who gave him exit, he dashed 
away, and soon was out of sight. 

" Come, Harry, now is our time." 

We took a short circuit, and came round to the gate 
through which the horseman had passed, with our boxes 
slung under our arms, in the most approved mode of 
pedestrian itineracy. As to Tom, by-the-way, we had 
thought it advisable to leave him behind us at our last 
stopping place. 

A strong wall of masonry, about ten feet in height, 
enclosed the grounds of D'Estang Ville on every side; 
and this wall, where it fronted on the road, had three 
gates, with a porter's lodge and tower to each, in which as 
regular a watch was kept as if it were a fortified place. 
Without permission of some one of these sentries, there- 
fore, no one could enter or leave the grounds ; and to get 
this permit, as mere strolling peddlers, we feared might be 
no easy matter. 

"Money is the Archimedean lever of the present 
century," said Barley, as we discussed the matter on our 
way thither ; " and with a foothold by yon gate, we will 
test its power." 

The porter, Harley at once perceived, was a Frenchman ; 
and he addressed him very politely, asking permission for 
us to enter and offer onr wares for sale to such as we 
might find within, either lord or dependant. 

" His lordship has just ridden away," replied the man, 
" and it is against the rules to admit strangers durmg his 
-^ence." 
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^^ How long will his lordship be away 7" inqaired my 
friend. 

" Till to-morrow morning, doubtless." 

" Well, can you not give us a chance to turn an honest 
penny ?" 

" I would like to oblige — but — " 

"Here," interrupted Harley, reaching a gold coin 
through the wicket — " say no more, my good fellow, but 
let us pass." 

The man hesitated, looked at the coin wistfully, rubbed 
his chin thoughtfully, and finally said, as his fingers closed 
upon it : 

" Well, to oblige you, I will let you in ; but do not stay 
too long — for should his lordship return and jSnd you here, 
I fear it would be the worse for all of us." 

" Oh, we will not remain longer than is necessary for 
our purpose," replied Harley, blandly, as we passed through 
the gate, and set off for the mansion. " How fortunate for 
us," he added to me, when out of ear-shot of the porter, 
"that the Count is away! Ah! Harry — fate! fate! it 
fayors us still." 

" But should the Count unexpectedly return 7" I sug- 
gested. 

" Ah ! should he, Harry — should be — there is no telling 
what might be the consequences. But we will hope for the 
best, Harry, and we must improve our time. If Viola is 
within that mansion, I must see her ; and oh ! the very 
thought of accomplishing my purpose, makes mo tremhle ! 
I feel we are playing a bold, desperate g&me — ^but then 
look at the« stakes ! If I win, happiness and life — if I 
lose, misery and perchance death. Harry, (and Harley 
grasped my hand,) you will stand by me, let what will 
happen?" 

"To the death, Morton." 
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His fingers closed upon mine like a vice. 

" Thank you ! thank you !" he said, hurriedly, brushing 
away a tear. '' You are indeed a true friend, and I bless 
the hour that brought us together. I may be compelled to 
try you to the full extent of your generous offer — though I 
hope not — I pray not. Oh ! Harry, you do not know my 
feelings at this moment — you cannot realize the awful con- 
flict going on in my breast, between hope and fear. But I 
must see Viola ; and if beneath yonder roof I will, or they 
shall bear me hence a corpse. Fail ! fail ! oh ! I must not 
fail ! — we must not fail, Harry ! — oh ! great Heaven grant 
we do not fail !'* 

Under any other circumstances, we could not have 
passed throug]^ those beautiful grounds, without stopping to 
admire the green, shady, cooling groves — the bright beds of 
flowers — the pellucid fountains, sending up jets of silver in 
the sunshine— the life-like statuary-^and the natural 
melody of a thousand feathered warblers — the whole form- 
ing a scene of beauty and enchantment rivalled only by 
the magnificent homes of foreign nobility; but now we had 
other matters to occupy our thoughts, and we only paid 
them the tribute of a passing glance. 

At length we reached a vine-covered portico, and 
beheld, through the open door, a lofty, magnificent 
hall, hung round with paintings, aud furnished in a man- 
ner at once unique, sombre, and grand. Harley rang 
the bell; and immediately a French porter appeared, 
dressed in livery, who, with an air of surprise, eyed us from 
head to foot. 

" We have called to show the lady of this beautiful 
mansion some very fine jewelry," said Harley, tapping his 
box, and touching his hat with an air of respect. 

" How do you know there is a lady to show your wares 
to ?'* returned the man, with a self-important air. 
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^' Oh, I take it for granted that such a palace as this is 
Ttbt without its queen. Gome, come — do not be too hard 
on us poor fellows ; we must live, jou know, as well as 
others. There, now, I see a kindly look in your handsome 
face, and I know you will procure us an interview with your 
mistress." 

'^You are out there, my jolly tinkers," replied the man, 
good-humoredly, for he was very susceptible of flattery. 
'* You are out there, now, about my mistress." 

" How so ?" 

'' Because I have none." 

•* Ha ! no mistress V 

« Not yet." 

** Not yet ? Ah ! that implies you are about to have ?" 

" Well, one cannot say what may happen in that way, 
with a good-looking-master." 

"Very true. So, then, there is no lady within the 
mansion ?" 

"I didn't say that," replied the porter, with a peculiar 
tmile, that made the heart of Harley beat violently^ 
though he mastered himself, so as outwardly to appear 
calm and almost indifferent : " I didn't say there was no 
lady within f I only said I had no mistress." 

*'Yes, I see! good joke! capital! ha, ha, ha!" re* 
joined Harley, affecting to perceive no small amount of 
wit in the other's remark, which tended not a little to in* 
crease the man's favorable opinion of ourselves. " Well, 
come, now," pursued Harley, '^ can you not procure us an 
interview with this lady ? — doubtless she would like some* 
thing in our line." 

^' Rather difficult to do, I'm afraid," answered the other. 

" Oh, give me you for difficult undertakings — especially 
-when a lady is concerned — I can see it in your eye," 
Imaghed Harley. " Come, try now, mj good fellow, and 
9 
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here is a trifle to compensate you for your tronble ;** and 
Bj friend slipped a half-dollar into the porter's hand. 

** I see you understand your business/' smiled the other. 
*' Well, I will do my best for you. I will see Mistress 
Anne, who has charge of the lady. Walk in, and amuse 
yourselves with the paintings and curiosities here, if you 
like, till I return." 

^^ Thank you! we will do so," returned Harley; and 
the porter departed, leaving us to ourselves. 

Under different circumstances, we might have spent a 
day, agreeably, in gazing upon the works of art which that 
magnificent hall contained ; but now we scarcely bestowed 
vpon them a single glance. 

*«Do you think the lady in question is Viola?" I 
whispered. 

** My heart tells me so," was the reply. 

After a painful suspense of some five or ten minnteSi the 
porter Veappeared: 

" Well ?" said Harley. 

^ I saw Mistress Anne — but she is in a bad humor and 
I could do nothing with her," replied the porter 

" What did she say ?" 

" Why," answered the other, hesitating, *^ when I told 
her your business, she said — ^but you musn't get offended 
now !" 

" Go on !" 

*' Why, she said the young lady was not a going to be 
disturbed with any such strolling vagabonds as peddlers." 

^* Umph ! she is complimentary, certainly," said Har* 
ley. *' So the lady herself is young, eh ?" 

" Yes, and so beautiful !" 

'^ And had she nothing to say in the matter?" 

** I didn't see her ; we are not allowed : all business with 
fair must pass through Mistress Anne." 



DESTANG yiLLE. 135 



** Ah, indeed! Well, and who is this lady you speak of 
that is 80 beautiful — what is her name?" inquired my 
friend, carelessly. 

"Why, that's more than I can say," answered the 
porter, looking round him mysteriously ; " though I have 
heard,*' he added, in a low tone, " that she is soon to be- 
come the wife of his lordship." 

" Aha ! so-so ! How long has she been here 7" 

" Only two or three days ; but not a word of this to 
any one, or I may lose my ears." 

" Ha ! it is a secret, then ?" 

" Yes, my lord wouldn't have it known ; in fact, he don't 
like to have anything concerning any of his affairs known; 
very secret in everything is his lordship." 

"Did the lady come here by herself?" 

" Oh, no : her father came with her, I believe/ 

" Is he here now ?" 

" Can't say — have never seen him but twice, and the last 
time was the day after they arrived." 
But you have seen the lady ?" 

Once — only once. I stood in the hall as she passed 
through, leaning on a ^^nge gentleman's arm, that I've 
since heard was her father. Her veil was a little aside, 
and I had a glimpse of her face." 

" And have you only seen her that once ?" 

" Only that once." 

" How is that ?" 

" She doesn't leave her apartments, and we gentlemen 
are not allowed to enter there." 

** Is she a prisoner ?" 

"I don't know," said the porter, again looking cau- 
tiously round ; " but some of us think that may-be she's 
refractory, and that his lordship is taming her." 

" Oho ! I see !" returned Harley, with a significant 
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Bmile, " Well, I wish we could see her — perhaps we could 
prevail upon her to trade with us — ^she may like our wares 
to amuse herself with." 

" Well, the thing can't be done without the consent of 
Mistress Anne, and that I'm satisfied I can't obtain." 

"And could we not see Mistress Anne, whoever she is?" 

" Oh, yes." 

" Very well," said Harley, slipping another silver coin 
into the hands of the porter, — "pray procure us an inter- 
view with Mistress Anne." 

" Follow me, then," returned the latter. 

He led the way to a broad flight of winding stairs, 
which we ascended to the second story, when, turning to 
the right, we entered a narrow corridor, which meandered 
through the mansion, and conducted us to a sort of tower, 
which was connected with the main building by a narrow 
bridge that passed over a portion of an inner court. This 
tower, as for convenience I shall term it, stood in the cen- 
tre of a grass-plot — which was itself completely sur- 
rounded by the main buildings of the Ville — and could 
only be entered, apparently, by means of the bridge, 
which could be raised by machinery at the pleasure of the 
owner — so that a person confined therein, could be made 
almost as safe a .prisoner, as in the castle-towers of tbo 
olden time. I say this tower could only apparently be 
entered and left by the bridge in question — for there was 
in reality a secret passage under ground, which I shall 
have occasion to refer to hereafter. There were no win- 
dows in this tower below the second story ; and these, and 
those of the third story — for it was three stories in height 
— were long and narrow, resembling those I have seen in 
a State's prison. 

After crossing the draw-bridge, we entered a circular 
apartment, furnished in a style of magnificence I have 



D*ESTANG VILLE. VM 

seldom seen equaled. A rich Turkey carpet covered the 
floor, on which stood sofas, ottomans, and centre-tables, 
loaded with books and shells, and the walls were adorned 
vith full-length mirrors and exquisite paintings. Here, 
on a sofa, with a book in her hand, sat Mistress Anne, as 
she was termed, bedecked with more finery, in the way of 
silks and jewelry, than was in good taste. Her hair and 
eyes were very black, and the latter shrewd and piercing 
in expression. She was apparently about twenty years 
of age, and many would term her beautiful ; but her fea- 
tures were too narrow and pointed, her lips too thin and 
compressed, her skin too pale, save where art had bestowed 
a color, to come up to my standard of female beauty. 

On our entrance, she looked up in surprise, threw down 
her book, rose from her seat, and advancing to us with a 
hasty step, exclaimed, in a quick, sharp, angry tone : 

" What means this intrusion of strangers ?" 

"Ah, Mistress Anne," said the porter, coaxingly, 
"these are the peddlers I was speaking to you about." 

" Well, did I not tell you the young lady would see no 
such strolling vagabonds V she indignantly and scornfully 
rejoined, turning sharply upon our conductor, her eyes 
flashing fire. 

" But they asked to see you, and I could hardly do less 
than grant them that happiness," replied the other, with 
a sort of covert irony. 

" And did your master tell you to do this ?" she de- 
manded, almost iiercely, crossing her arms on her breast, 
and bestowing upon the porter a withering look. 

"No, his lordship didn't, but politeness did," returned 
the other. 

" And think you, Pierre, politeness will save you from 
his lordship's anger?" she cried, with a contemptuous 
coil of her thin lips. 

12 
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" But surely, Mistress Anne, you will not inform on 
me !" said Pierre, beginning to grow alarm6d for the first 
time. 

" Won't I, though ?" she rejoined ; " wait till he comes, 
and see." 

'*Ah. Mistress Anne, now surely I m&ant no harm," 
pleaded the other, turning pale. 

*' You meant no good, I'll be bound. This is not the 
first time you have been remiss in your duty ; and come 
what will of it, his lordship shall know of it. What! 
force a couple of strolling vagabonds upon my privacy, 
without my leave! I am astonished at your audacity. 
Go ! get you hence ! and take these fellows with you — or 
you shall learn, and that quickly, what it is to brave my ' 
displeasure;" and she drew herself up with queenly 
haughtiness. 

" Say what you will of us, fair lady," interposed Harley, 
in a bland tone — " but do not be too har^ on Pierre, who 
is far less to blame than we." 

^' But he had no business to bring you here without my 
consent," said the indignant damsel, turning to my friend, 
and speaking in a modified tone. 

** He may have done wrong in that, fair lady," replied 
Harley, in the same bland, respectful manner; *'but we 
were so anxious to see you, that we hardly gave him a 
choice." 

"Well, now that you do see me, pray state your 
business !" returned the other, in a tone greatly softened, 
showing that the flattering term of "fair lady," so cleverly 
introduced, was not without its effect upon one as vain as 
she was arrogant. 

" I would prefer stating my business to you alone, fair 
^ damsel," rejoined Harley, glancing significantly at the 
porter. 
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**Tou may go, Pierre," she said, with a courtly wave of 
her white arm and hand. 

" But, Mistress Anne, you will not tell his lordship ?" 
returned Pierre, hesitating. 

"No — in compliment to these gentlemen, I will over- 
look this ofience," she aiiswered, graciously. " There ! go !** 

As the porter went out, Mistress Anne threw herself 
upon a sofa, with an air, saying : 

" Seats, gentlemen." 

" I see Pierre has left the door slightly ajar," said 
Harley ; " and with your kind permission, ma'm'selle, I 
will close it." 

" Certainly ;" and Anne bowed a gracious acquiescence. 

The key was in the lock ; and, by a dexterous move- 
ment, Harley shot the bolt and withdrew it, without being 
perceived by Anne. 

Sli« was a prisoocr without knowing it* 



CHAPTER XIV 



MISTRESS ANNE. 



'^ The truth is/' resumed Harley, seating himself near 
the damsel, "we have some very fine jewelry in cor 
boxes ; and learning from Pierre that there is a young and 
beautiful lady within the mansion, who is about to become 
the wife of his lordship, we felt a great desire to see her, and 
lay before her, our fine assortment of gold and diamonds." 

"And is this your business with me?*' cried Anne, her 
pale features again flushing, and her black eyes flashing. 

" Pray do not get angry, ma'm'selle ; we are not the per- 
sons to forget what is due to one in your station," 
pursued Harley. " If we see the lady herself, it will be 
through the kindness of one who has no reason, perhaps, 
to be envious of her beauty ; and for this kindness, we shall 
pray you to accept a slight token of our regard." While 
speaking, Harley opened his box, and selecting a gold ring 
of exquisite workmanship, and presenting it to Anne, 
continued : " Pray honor us by placing this on your beaa- 
tiful finger." 

Anne took the ring, and fixing her eyes on it, and turn 
ing it over and over, said, in pursuance of her thoughts as 
it were : 

" And so that gossiping porter told you this lady, whom 
I condescend to wait upon, just to please my lord, is about 
to become his lordship's wife ?" 

" He either said or intimated as much, ma'm'selle — or, 
at all events, I inferred that from what he did say." 
(140J 
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^'Pierre is a fool!" cried Mistress Anne, indignantly, 
stamping her little foot upon the soft carpet. '^ A fool ! 
a gossiping fool ! that he is ; and this meddling with affairs 
that do not concern him, will cost him dear, or I know not 
Count D'Estang." 

'^But I beg you will not get him into trouble on our 
account," returned Harley, soothingly. "I assure you 
that what he said to us, will go no further ; and whether 
true or not, I can see no harm in his lordship's wishing to 
be wedded to a suitable personage." 

^'But I can," cried Anne, starting to her feet, and 
beginning to pace the room with hurried steps. " But I 
can see harm in it ;" and her eyes displayed a glare of 
fierceness that denoted the workings of a dark, vindictive 
spirit. *' Besides," she continued, ''this girl is no^ a fit 
consort for his lordship ; and by all the powers that be, 
good or evil, he shall never wed her !" and the words rang 
out with a wild, startling vehemence. 

" Who will prevent it ?" ventured Harley. 

''I will !" cried Anne, suddenly confronting my friend ; 
«* do you doubt it ?" 

" Why should I ?" he answered, evasively. " But come 1 
tell us more of your mistress." 

'' She is not my mistress — the proud, scornful upstart — 
nor shall she ever be." 

" Then she is proud and scornful ?" 

'' Ay ; but I will humble her ; she had better not put on 
too many airs with me." 

*' And does she fancy his lordship ?" 

'^Who cares whether she does or not? what is that to 
you ; 

'^ Oh, I merely asked the question, as our conversation 
led to it." 

«< Our conversation has led too far," returned Anne, 

12* 
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coldly, the idea apparently striking her that she had been 
too communicative to utter strangers. " I should not have 
said 80 much," she pursued ; ** but I forgot myself." 

" Well, since you have said so much, suppose you go on 
and give us the whole story," suggested Harley. 

" Umph ! that you may retail the gossip as you do your 
wares." 

*^ No, upon my honor, if you will state the whole case to 
me, I will tell you how best you may rid yourself of this 
lady — since I see, fro'm your remarks, that such is your 
desire." 

^^And who are you, that are so ready to interfere in 
other people's affairs ?" said Anne, a slight shade of 
suspicion apparently crossing her mind, that we might be 
other than we seemed. 

" Do you not see who we are ?" returned Harley, 
pointing to our boxes. 

*^ I see what you profess to be ; but why do you take so 
much interest in this matter ?" 

'^ Gould we do otherwise, after what you have said ?*' 

" I see — I have said too much." 

^^But cannot unsay it now, ma'm'selle." 

'^ Heavens!" exclaimed Anne, in some trepidation; 
^^ perhaps you are friends of his lordship 1" 

Harley saw he had gained an advantage over the girl, 
through her own suspicions and imprudent admissions, and 
he determined on making the most of it, by working on 
her fears, 

"Well, whatever we are," he answered, "one thing is 
certain — you are in our power." 

" Heavens ! what have I done ?" cried the damsel, sink- 
ing upon a seat, pale and trembling. 

" I will tell you what you have done," returned Harley, 
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Btemlj; '^you have spoken words that, if reported to his 
lordship, may cost you dear." 

" Po you know him ?" gasped Anne. 

" We do." 

*• Oh ! mercy on me ! then T am ruined." 

" That depends upon how you conduct yourself hereafter.'* 

« Who are you ?" 

" Do you not see ?" 

" But you are not what you seem !' 

" So much the worse for you." 

*^ Oh ! gracious Heaven ! what shall I do !" 

*' First tell us all you know of this lady, and what treat- 
ment she has received at your hands." 

"Do you know her, too^" 

" I can answer best when I have heard the name." 

" Ohj gentlemen, if you are \ eally friends of his lord- 
ship, promise not to get me into trouble !" 

" I will only promise, that if you do not answer my 
questions, it shall be the worse for you. Come ! give us 
this lady's name !" 

" I only know her as Ma'm'selle Viola," replied the now 
really frightened damsel ; " but oh ! gentlemen — " 

"Hush!" interrupted Harley, sternly — "and confine 
yourself to straightforward answers! How came she 
here ?" 

" She was brought here by his lordship. But if you were 
sent by him, you knew this before." 

"No matter what we know, but mind you give direct 
answers. Did she come here alone with Count D'Estang ?" 

" No, a gentleman came with her, that I have heard was 
her father." 

** Where is he now ?" 

" I do not know." 

"Nay, speak the truth!" 
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'' Upon my soul, I do not know ! I have not seen him 
since the morning after." 

" Well, why is this lady kept within this tower, and not 
allowed to leave ?" 

" My lord so commanded — and who dare disobey him ?" 

" And you, I suppose, are her keeper ?" 

^' I am forbidden to let her leave her apartment." 

" And where is that ?" 

"Overhead." 

'^ And does the Count really intend to marry her ?" 

" So he says." 

" Well, has she consented to wed the Count ?" 

" No, and that is why she is confined — he has told her 
she shall only go forth as his bride." 

" But you say she shall never wed him !" 

" Ah ! sir, I was only jesting ; how could a poor girl like 
me oppose so powerful a gentleman as my lord ?" 

" Girl !" said Harley, sternly, fixing his keen eyes 
searchingly upon her — "you have been meditating harm 
to this lady !" 

Anne shrank back, terrified. 

« Oh ! sir—" 

"The truth!" interrupted Harley — "and nothing but 
the truth !" 

" Oh ! sir, how could you for a moment think that I — " 

" The truth, I say !" stamped Harley. " I tell you, girl, 
you have meditated harm to her! — ^perhaps you have 
thought to poison her !" 

Anne uttered a faint cry of terror, and covered her face 
with her hands. 

" Confess the Jfact !" pursued Harley : " It will be better 
for you, I assure you !" 

" I could not bear that she shotdd wed the Count," sob* 
bed Anne. 



MISTRESS ANNE. 14 



K 



" And why ? what is it to you whom she weds ?" 

<< I care not whom she weds, so it is not my lord." 

" And why do yon object to him V 

'^Because I love him !" cried Anne, hysterically. 

" And 80 you have looked to become inistress cf D*£s- 
tang Ville yourself, eh ?" 

*^ I have been mistress — I was mistress till she came,*' 
cried the other, with a passionate burst. 

" And so you have aspired to be the wife of his lord- 
ship r 

'' He promised me I should be," pursued the excited 
damsel ; ^' and why has he broken his promise 7" 

" Come, come — softly, now — calm yourself." 

^' Calm myself!" echoed Anne, looking up with a strange, 
wild, peculiar expression : ^^ yes, I will calm myself — in the 
grave.** 

""What mean you by those words?" 

" Do you think 1*11 live disgraced, and out of favor with 
my lord? No! never! never!" she cried, with wild ve- 
hemence. " I have told so much, I will now tell all," she 
continued. '^ I did intend to kill this lady, if she con- 
sented to wed my lord, and then myself. My plan was well 
laid ; and here (producing a small vial) I have a poison, as 
quick as lightning in its operations. Since I am detected 
through my own foolishness, I will not live disgraced and 
degraded both. Sir ! Count D'Estang deceived me with 
false promises — but, notwithstanding, I have ever loved 
him ; and, strange as it may seem, I do so still. Tell him 
this ; ajid say I died with his name upon my tongue, bless- 
ing him in my heart." 

As she ceased speaking, she raised the vial to her lips ; 
but with a cry of horror, liar ley sprung forward, jost in 
time to dash it to the ground. The next moment a dagger, 
hitherto concealed, was gleaming in her hand, and would 
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instantly have been buried in her heart — for Harley's eyea 
had followed the vial, and were not observing her— ^had I 
not rushed forward and caught the uplifted arm. She 
struggled violently to free herself; but I succeeded in 
wrenching the weapon from her grasp, when she sunk back 
hysterically upon the sofa. 

" Calm yourself, lady," I said ; " we will do you no harm ; 
you mistake us and our purpose." 

She glared upon me fiercely, exclaiming : 
. " You triumph now ; but I warn you I will find a way to 
put an end to myself before his lordship returns ; you shall 
not drag me living before him." 

" You mistake us," we both said in the same breath. 
" We are not spies upon you," I continued. " Our pur- 
pose here is to liberate this lady ; and if you will assist ns, 
his lordship shall know of nothing that has passed between 
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Are you friends of Ma'm'selle Viola ? and were you 
not sent here by his lordship?" she cried, eagerly. 

<< We are friends of Ma'm'selle Viola, and were not sent 
hither by his lordship," we both hastened to assure her. 

''Oh, thanks!" she cried: ^'thanks! double thanks for 
this news, and the saving of my life !" 

'' Will you assist us to liberate Viola, ere his lordship 
returns ?" inquired Harley. 

.'' I will do what I can ; but I fear it cannot be done," 
she answered. 

" Will you follow our directions in everything ?" pursued 
Harley. 

'' So they do not lead to exposing me to the Count, I 
will," she replied. 

" Swear it !" 

<' As I hope for the favor of my lord, and one moment's 
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happiness in this world or the next, I swear !" she said, 
solemnly. 

" Enough ! now tell as how many servants there are about 
the mansion V* 

" Ten here at present." 

" I have seen only the porter — ^how is that 

*'They are probably out in the park, or in the rear build- 
ings," she answered. 

"Perhaps we have been overheard?" suggested Harley, 
a new thought striking him. 

Anne cast her eyes hurriedly around the circular apart- 
ment, to the four narrow windows whicb were placed in the 
four points of compass, and rejoined : 

" No, fortunately, the windows were all closed — and the 
door being shut, nothing short of a scream could reach the 
ear of any without," 

** 'Tis well ; then yon only know our secret ; and with 
your assistance, if uninterrupted, we may accomplish won- 
ders in a very short time. Viola, you say, is above us ?" 

" Yes." 

" Can she have heard anything that has passed between 
us?" 

" No," replied Anne ; " for these apartments are so con- 
structed* that sound will not pass from one to the other." 

*' And for what purpose was this tower built ?" I in 
quired. 

^* That I do not know," answered the damsel. ** It has 
an observatory on the top ; and his lordship, who is a gen- 
tleman of science, often amuses himself there, at night, 
looking at the heavens." 

" Is there any way to leave this tower save by the 
bridge ?" inquired Harley. 

•* I believe there is one other way — but it is a secret 
only known to his lordship," replied the girl. 
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"That other way we must discover," said Harley, 
glancing round the apartment. '^ But first we must see 
Viola. Show us the way to her chamber, Anne I" 

The damsel advanced to a large painting, that came 
down near the ground, touched a secret spring, when it 
swung slowly back, disclosing a kind of closet, with steep, 
narrow, winding stairs leading to the story above. Harley 
pressed my arm, made a significant gesture, and said 
Uoud : 

" On further reflection, you shall go first, Harry, and 
explain all to her — for should she recognise me suddenly, 
M might overcome her. I will remain here with this lady 
lill you return." 

I knew Harley less feared a recognition — for he was 
still disguised, in the manner previously described to the 
reader — than that the girl might change her mind, if left 
to herself, and manage some way to secure us in a trap ; 
but I replied, carelessly : 

" Ah, perhaps it would be better, for me she has never 
Been." 

"When you reach the top stair," said Anne, who made 
no objection to this arrangement, " if you place your hand 
to the right, you will find an aperture just large enough 
for your fingers, and in there you will feel a spring — ^press 
that hard, and a door will open." 

I ascended the narrow, winding stairs in twilight dark- 
ness, with singular feelings, as the reader will readily be- 
lieve. I was about to behold the fair being that had so 
enraptured my friend, of whom I had heard so much, and 
whose singular history I knew was in itself a living ro- 
mance. At length I £tood upon the upper stair, in almost 
total darkness — for the only light here was what had 
struggled up through the half open door below. I placed 
my hand against the wall to the right, found the aperture, 
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and in it the secret spring. I pressed hard against the 
spring, a portion of the wall seemed slowly to give way, a 
bright light shone in upon me, and taking, a step or two 
forward, I stood in the upper chamber or the tower, and in 
the prison of Viola St. Auburn. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



MYSTERIES OF THE TOWER* 



Tub apartment! had so unceremoniously entered, witli- 
Dut giving its fair tenant any warning of my approach, 
was small and circular, like the one below, with its four 
long narrow windows looking to the four points of the 
compass, and was furnished, carpeted, and decorated in 
the same style, with sofas, ottomans, tables, mirrors and 
paintings. The windows here were open, and were iKuthal 
so high above the ground, that a goodly portion of the park 
could bo seen over the angular roofs of the surrounding 
buildings ; and the summit of the tower, one story higher 
still, commanded a view, not only of the grounds of D'Es- 
tang Yille, but of the adjacent country for miles around. 

I glanced around the caaiXiler; but of all I saw, only 
one object arrested my attention, and this enchained it. It 
was a beautiful female, just in the bloom of life, whose 
attitude was that of one startled to her feet by the abrupt 
and unexpected intrusion of a stranger. I had only time 
to note that she was robed in white, with golden ringlets 
flowing carelessly down around her face and neck, and over 
a portion of her snowy garments — that her eyes \rere 
bright and sparkling — that her features were very pale, 
but radiant with no common intellect — when, advancing a 
step or two, with lady-like grace, she said, in a clear, sil- 
very voice, which, though soft, had a peculiar ring of 
courtly pride, if I may so express myself: 
(160) 
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" May I know why I am honored with this unexpected 
visit of a stranger V 

'^Have I the pleasure of addressing Miss Viola St. 
Auburn ?" I said, in reply. 

'^ That is my name, sir," she answered, with a courtly 
bow, and an air of condescension. 

" Then permit me to say, Miss St. Auburn, I bring you 
good tidings." 

** They could never come in a time more needed," she 
rejoined, with something like a sigh ; ^* for good tidings 
have of late been strangers to me. Am I honored with 
the visit of an emissary of Count D'Estang's ?" she in« 
quired ; and I fancied there was a certain degree of irony 
in her tone. 

" No, Miss St. Auburn," I replied, " I coma from one 
whom I have reason to know is an enemy of his lordship, 
and a true friend of the lady I address." 

A change like lightning came over her countenance — a 
bright ray of hope animated her features, making them 
beautiful beyond description — and slightly raising her 
hands, and taking a quick step or two forward, with her 
eyes fixed intently on mine, she exclaimed, in a tone of the 
deepest anxiety : 

*' Speak! his name?" 

" Morton Harley." 

** God bd praised ! — ^at last !" she ejaculated ; and drop* 
ping her head upon her heaving bosom, and sinking upon 
a seat near, she covered her face and burst into tears. 

If the mere mention of my having come from one she 
80 dearly loved, could excite such deep emotions in the 
breast of Viola, I felt that Harley had acted with his usua. 
wisdom in not disclosing himself to her too suddenly. As 
soon as she oould in any degree regain composure, she 
looked up quickly, fixed her eyes piercingly upon me — with 
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an expression of hope, and fear, and doubt — and ezclaimed, 
eagerly : 

" You are not deceiving me, sir V* 

"tJpon my honor, as a gentleman, no, Miss St. Au- 
burn," I replied ; and I felt there was something convincicg 
in my look that my words were words of truth. " Morton 
Harley and I are friends," I went on to say : ^^ my name 
is Henry Walton ; we first met in Virginia, my natiye 
place — afterward on the Ohio ; we have ever since been 
companions;' he has honored me with his confidence; and 
we have come hither expressly in search of yourself, with 
a view to relieve you from captivity." 

" Thanks ! sir — thanks ! Oh, I could bless you on my 
knees !" she cried, hurriedly, coming forward and taking 
my hand. " Tou must excuse my weakness and doubt, 
Mr. Walton ; but oh, sir, could you know what I have suf- 
fered ! Tou said wCj Mr. Walton : Is he — is Morton — ^is 
Mr. Harley then with you ?" 

" In the room below," I answered. 

^^Oh, Heavens! so near?" she exclaimed. ^^But how 
did you obtain access to this prison 7 for I can call it by 
no milder term." 

I hurriedly gave her the particulars, alluded to her let- 
ter, mentioned the disguise of my friend, and concluded 
by saying : 

" And for the rest. Miss St. Auburn, you shall have it 
from the lips of Morton Harley himself, whom I will im» 
mediately send to you." 

I then bowed myself out, leaving her seated upon ft 
sofa, pale and agitated. 

"JVell," exclaimed Harley, as I entered the chamber 
below, " have you seen her ?" 

" I have, Morton, and have prepared her to see you." 

He grasped my hand, pressed it hard, and without ft 
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word, bat with a look I understood, disappeared up the 
narrow winding stairs. A moment or two after, I heard a 
joyful cry, and then all becam*e still. That the lovers 
might have no listeners, other than themselves, I now 
closed the secret door, and found myself alone in the 
apartment with Anne. 

She was standing by a large painting, a few feet distant ; 
and as she turned her face toward me, I saw that sho was 
more pale than usual, and very much agitated. 

'^ Oh, sir, I am terrified !" she said, in a low, tremulous 
tone. 

^^ Any new cause of alarm?" I inquired. 

**• I have reflected on what I have done, and am doing," 
she replied ; " and should my lord unexpectedly return, 
what will become of us 7" 

" We will not borrow trouble," I rejoined, " but face the 
0vil only when there is no alternative." 

^^ Oh ! sir, you do not know his lordship so well as I," 
she pursued, '* or you would tremble at the bare thought 
of meeting him in an angry mood ! He is terrible in his 
anger! and he is all-powerful to execute whatever he 
wills !" 

''He is only a man," I said; ''and though I would 
rather not meet, I do not fear him." 

'' But you know him not, sir — ^you know him not, I see. 
He is only a man himself — but he is at the head of — " 

*' Of a band of outlaws," I rejoined, as Anne stopped, 
probably bethinking herself that she was on the point of 
betraying^a secret. "I suspected as much." 

"I did not say that — I did not mean — " 

" Never mind," I interrupted : " at present we will not 
discuss the matter. But if his lordship is so powerful, and 
BO dreadful in his anger," I continued, "there is so much 

18* 
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tne more necessity that we find a speedy iray to get 
Ma'm'selle Viola out of his clutches.** 

" Ah, sir, I fear it cannot be done — in fact, I am certain 
of it — and therefore I think it best that you and your 
friend depart ere an exposure takes place." 

*' And do you think we have ventured thus far, to bo 
turned from our purpose now ?** I rejoined, sternly. " You 
must have a very poor opinion of our courage and manly 
qualities, if, after having found the lady wo came to seek, you 
can for a moment suppose we will go quietly away, and 
leave her in the hands of a yillain, and a victim to your 
jealousy !** 

^' But I will swear, most sacredly, never to injure a hair 
of her head.** 

" It is useless to talk, girl — we are determined upon our 
course.*' 

^' And what is that ?*' she asked, in an excited tone. 

** Not to quit D*Estang Ville, unless Viola St. Auburn 
goes with us." 

^' But if I convince you she cannot escape ?*' 

^' Then we shall remain to brave the anger of this terrible 
Count.*' 

" But in his rage he may kill you !" 

" We take our chance, of course." 

" Heavens ! I tremble at the consequences ! Will no- 
thing induce you to depart without her ?*' 

*' No, nothing." 

'' But suppose I summon my lord's domestics, and have 
you forcibly ejected ?" 

" What ! after the oath you have taken to assist us ?" 

*^ But circumstances may compel me to break that oath !*' 

'' It shall be our care, then, you do not have an opportu-. 
nity. Since you have hinted at treachery, therefore, I 
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feel justified in telling 3'ou, you are yourself a prisoner in 
this tower." 

*^ Indeed!" returned the damsel, with flashing eyes. 
'^ Since you talk thus, I feel justified in testing your 
assertion ;*' and she sprung away to the door. ^^ Locked !" 
she cried, in a tone of alarm, recoiling in dismay. 

'* You see, girl, I have not made any vain boast." 

'*0h ! Heavens ! Heavens! what shall I do?" sh^ cried* 

^' Find a way for us to escape with Ma'm'selle Viola ; 
and do not again attempt it yourself," I replied, severely, 
'^ or we shall be compelled to adopt harsh measures." 

'^But I know of no way for you to •escape," she re* 
joined, much alarmed. 

" What of the secret passage ?** 

^* I do not know where it is ; your friend and I have 
been searching for it ; and even if found, it may not lead 
out of the mansion, and certainly not beyond the 
enclosure." 

" Well," I returned, a new idea striking me, "with your 
Approval, could we not take the porter into our confidence, 
and be let out through the mansion, without being dis* 
turbed?" 

" How woald you leave the grounds ?" 

" Through one of the gates." 

" But suppose the porter should refuse to let yon pass ?'* 

^^ Our demand to be allowed to pass, might be backed by 
such authority as this," I replied, producing one of my 
revolvers. 

" But if I connive at your escape, what will become of 
me, when his lordship returns and learns all ?" 

" You are the best judge of that yourself: you shall go 
with ua if yon like : one thing is certain, however — ^youi 
fate cannot be worse than you had planned for yourself, if 
he succeeded in wedding this lady." 
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Anne remained thoughtful for a few moments ; and then 
brightening at a new idea, exclaimed: 

^^ I have it ! I have it ! Tou can perhaps effect an 
escape with the lady, and at the same time save me from 
disgrace. Mj plan is this: I will call in Pierre; we will 
frighten him, for he is timid, into compliance with onr 
wishes ; and you shall leave us both gagged and bonnd^ 
BO that if not liberated by the other servants, (and if so, 
they can testify to the fact,) we can, when his lordship 
returns, give out that we were overpowered, and our 
condition will be proof of our assertion." 

**Not a bad plan," I said, approvingly. 

"Then let us hasten its execution," said the damsel, 
eagerly. '^I can soon summon Pierre, and we ought to 
lose no time." 

" I must consult my friend," I replied. 

" Oh, hasten to him, then !" 

" I would rather await his return," I answered ; '^ doubt- 
less he will soon rejoin us." 

I did not like to disturb Harley, for I knew that he and 
Viola had a thousand things to say to each other, which could 
only be said in the absence of a third party. I seated 
myself, therefore, in no very patient mood, for I felt that 
every moment was precious. Minute followed minute, bat 
no Harley came. I grew restless and uneasy, and listened 
to every sound, hoping it would prove to be his footsteps on 
the stairs. Had ho forgotten where he was, and the 
business that brought him here? Perhaps so— for when 
were lovers, alone together, ever known, to act rationally 
and prudently, in an emergency like the. present? At 
length I got up, and paced the room to and fro. 

" Had you not better speak to your friend ?" suggested 
Anne. 

" Not yet— he will soon be here/* 
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A half hour passed away, and my patience became 
exhaasted. 

" This will never do," I said. 

I opened the secret door, and called my friend loudly 
by name. No answer. I called again. No answer. 

" Come," I said to my companion, " we will go up to 
them — ^for I feel with you that delay is dangerous." 

" I will remain here," she replied, " till you return." 

" No," rejoined I, bluntly, " I cannot trust you ; remem- 
ber you have made one attempt at escape already." 

She colored deeply, made no further objection, but 
reluctantly,' I thought, complied with my request. We 
ascended to the third story chamber, the secret door of 
which I found closed. I knocked. No answer. Again I 
knocked. No answer. I listened, but could hear no 
sound. Half indignant that Harley could so forget him- 
self at such a time, I pressed the spring and pushed the 
door open. 

" I am sorry to be obliged to disturb you, but — " 

I had got thus far in my. speech, and my body cleverly 
into the chamber, when I arrested my tongue and my 
steps, and looked around me with an astonished and half 
bewildered air. The room was apparently tenantless — no 
Morton or Viola was visible. 

*' Harley !" I called, thinking he might be hiding behind 
some of the furniture. ^' Gome ! this is no time for 
practical jokes— where are you ?" 

No answer. I looked at Anne, who had entered the 
apartment behind me. She was very pale, and seemed 
agitated by a kind of superstitious fear — at least I fancied so. 

" What means this ?" I demanded. 

" I do not know," she answered, in a hushed tone, with 
quivering lips, looking timidly around her. 

<< Come with me, and let us search the apartment," I 
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said ; and I took her trembling hand, and retained it, for I 
was fearful she might attempt another escape and succeed. 

We looked behind the sofas and ottomans, and under 
everything, but found nothing. Some crimson curtains 
hung before a small recess, which, drawn aside, disclosed a 
bed on which Viola had reposed of nights during her 
imprisonment. We looked under this, but found no traces 
of those of whom we were in search. Again I called 
Harley, loudly, some two or three times — but still received 
no answer. 

" Girl !" I cried, grasping tightly the hand of my fright- 
ened companion — ^^ what means this ? where are they?" 

" Upon my soul ! I know no more than yourself, sir," she 
replied. 

" There is a secret passage out of this chamber, other 
than the one by which we entered — show it to me !" 

*' If you were to kill me this minute," she replied, with 
ashy lips, and a cold tremor running through her frame, 
" I could not, for I know of none. Perhaps — " she hesi- 
tated, looked wildly around, and then added, pressing 
closer to me : *^ Oh ! sir, this has been called the haunted 
chamber." 

I saw she was really frightened, and I withheld the 
angry rejoinder that was upon my tongue. I was just be- 
ginning to feel very strangely myself, when I «aw a paint- 
ing, on the side we had entered, swing back, and lo f there 
stood Morton and Viola. 

" This way, Harry ! this way !*' ho said : " I was just 
coming down for you." 

^^Have you found the secret passage!" I exclaimed, 
springing forward. 

*' One leading up, but not down," he replied; '^but 1 
have found something else you may as well look at " 

"What is it?" 
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"Viola will show you. Go with her, Harry, and I will 
remain here with Anne." 

"And I may as well inform you," I rejoined, "that Mis- 
tress Anne has made one attempt at escape already." 

" Ha ! indeed !" said Harley, fixing his eyes keenly upon 
her — " I was afraid of this. Well, so much the more ne- 
cessity for keeping close guard over her. And I have 
heard other things," he added, still keeping his eyes upon 
her, while hers sought the ground in confusion, " that do 
not reflect any great credit upon their author. However, 
a reckoning day must come for all. Go, Harry, and return 
soon, for we have no time to lose. Viola, dear, you can 
speak to him as if he were myself." 

Viola meantime was standing in a small recess, disclosed 
by the swinging back of the painting just mentioned ; and 
as she remained perfectly still, looking out upon us, robed 
in white, she resembled a beautiful statue in a niche. On 
my joining her, she impulsively seized my hand, and with 
tears in her eyes, exclaimed : 

*' Ob, Mr. Walton, Heaven grant the time may soon 
come when I can show you my gratitude for all you have 
done for me !" 

I was quite taken by surprise, and in some embarrass- 
ment replied, looking alternately at her and my friend for 
explanation : 

" Really, I am not aware what I have done, to — " 
"Generous natures seldom are," interrupted Harley. 
" There — go now. I have merely been speaking of our 
friendship, and the interest you have taken in every thing 
that concerns me, and you see its effect upon one who is as 
grateful as she is true and affectionate. But go ! go ! and 
return soon." 

Viola turned as Harley ceased speaking, and saying, 
^ This way, Mr. Walton," pointed to a spiral stairway, so 
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steep and narrow that it was with no little difficulty wo 
could ascend it. At the top of this we emerged through a 
^trap door into a small, round apartment, that seemed in- 
tended to be shut out from observation, even bj persons 
visiting the summit of the tower — which was still a few 
feet higher — for there appeared to be no way to pass from 
one to the other. There were no windows to this secret 
retreat ; but a large, heavy, iron lamp, depending from the 
ceiling by an iron chain, which Viola informed me she had 
found lighted a few minutes before, made sombrously visible 
the objects in the apartment. 

One hasty glance around, and I understood why Harley 
had wished me to come hither. In one corner stood a 
small, but very solid press, for steel or copperplate printing 
— in another a machine for die-sinking, or stamping coin ; 
while scattered about in a careless manner, were tools of 
various kinds — dies — plates — "bogus," stamped and un- 
stamped — bank notes signed and unsigned — ^and a hundred 
other things unnecessary to be mentioned. 

"Well," exclaimed I, taking a rapid survey of the 
apartment — " so monsieur my lord is at the head of a gang 
of counterfeiters, as Morton und I more than suspected 
before we came here ?" 

" So it seems," replied Viola. 

" But how did you find this out ?" 

" The Count has more than once visited me in the night, 
much to my alarm," she replied, in a low, quick, excited 
tone ; " but he always treated jne respectfully, with the ex- 
ception of telling me I could never go forth again bat as 
Ids bride — that he had sworn this, and that he was one to 
keep his oath. My reply, of course, has always been a 
firm, decided negative — though my very heart has shrunk 
within me when I have so spoken. Well, several times, 
for hours after he had left me, I heard strange noises in 
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this direction — and once I qaestioned him as to the cause. 
His answeri doubtless intended to frighten me, was that the 
room I occupied was termed the haunted chamber, and bo 
had no other explanation for the sounds I heard. I sus- 
pected more natural causes, however ; and the last time he 
was here, I determined, unknown to him, to watch his exit. 
I succeeded ; and discovered that, instead of leaving the 
chamber by the secret door through which jou entered, as 
had previously been my impression, he, after going to 
that, cast u hurried glance around, and glided to another 
painting, which immediately opened and closed behind him. 
In my conversation with Morton, I mentioned this to him ; 
and approaching this painting, and making a careful exami- 
nation, he soon discovered the spring which commanded 
the door; and opening the latter, we found our way 
hither." 

'* And did the Count always return through your cham- 
ber ?" I inquired. 

" Never, to my knowledge," answered Viola — " and from 
this Morton argues that there is a secret passage from here 
down through the tower. And besides, I have heard these 
strange noises at times when the Count had not previously 
visited me." 

'^ He is a villain of the darkest dye, I fear," I rejoined. 

^^I have from the first regarded him as a bold, bad 
man," returned Viola, shuddering ; " but I was not aware 
of the extent of his criminality, till I came hither — in fact 
I knew not of this till within the hour — though I can- 
not say I am surprised at it." 

" I wonder you ever permitted yourself to be brought 
here at all," I said. 

" My father insisted on it — and what could I do ? — though 
never would I have suffered it, had I known what I now 
know ; but I was told that, after visiting the Count's re^« 

14 
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dence, if I would not consent to wed him, I should have a 
choice between him and a convent ; and in the hope that 
my father would eventually relent from his stern determina- 
tion, should I in part comply with his whim, I reluctantly 
assented to the arrangement — though not, I must confess, 
without some dark forebodings of the troubles that have 
come upon me/' 

" And could your father be so cruel as to forfeit his 
word after you came here, and no longer give you a choice, 
save between becoming the wife of this villanous Count 
and being a close prisoner in this tower ?" 

" Alas ! I know not how to answer you," replied Viola, 
in a dejected tone ; " for I have not seen my father since 
the morning after my arrival ; and then he came and de- 
parted with Count D'Estang. He seemed in a sadder mood 
than usual ; and ere they left the apartment, some words 
passed between them, that I fancied, for I could not dis- 
tinguish what was said, were not of the most amicable na- 
ture. Morton is apprehensive he has' met with foul plaj ; 
, but, oh Heaven ! I hope not — for much as he has wronged 
vj»< me, he is still my father, and I would have no harm befall 
him. Besides, the Count has always assured me that he is 
well, and that on the day I consent to become his wife, he 
shall reappear to congratulate me. This positive assurance, 
coupled with his absence, and the fact that neither the 
porter nor thi^ girl, as Morton tells me, have seen him 
since that morning — leads me to think he may perhaps, like 
myself, be a prisoner within this very tower.*' 

** But why, Viola, (if you will permit me as a friend to 
make use of the name most familiar to me) — why, think 
you, does this Count persist in wishing to marry you against 
your inclination ?" 

^' I really cannot say, unless it is because he has said be 
would do it, sworn he would do it, and is determined to 
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make his word good, let the consequences be what they 
may. Oh, merciful Heaven ! that we were all safely out of 
his clutches !" 

'^Andy Heaven aid us! we soon shall he" I rejoined. 
"Cheer up, Viola — ^you are now with friends, who will 
only quit you with life, or when you are again in safety." 

^* Oh, how can I sufficiently thank you !" she again ex- 
claimed, her soft, dark eyes filling with tears of gratitude. 
*^ I can understand why dear Morton has ventured so much 
—but you are, comparatively speaking, a stranger." 

*' Say no more, Viola — say no more — ^but know that 
your safety shall henceforth be as much my care as his 
who is our mutual friend." She would have again replied, 
but I hastened to add : '' Come ! with your permission, we 
will rejoin Morton — for I have a plan to lay before him, 
by which I hope to effect a speedy escape." 

We found Harley busy with another painting, nearly 
opposite our place of entrance, with Mistress Anne seated 
near, sobbing half hysterically. 

"Well, Harry, you saw!" he exclaimed. 

"What proves you right in your surmise," I rejoined. 

*' We may, if we get away in time, make this discovery 
rather troublesome to his lordship;'* and there was a sar- 
castic emphasis on the last word. 

" And I have a plan which may give us speedy release," 
I replied ; and I hurriedly put Harley in possession of the 
conversation held with Anne regarding our escape. 

" I like it," he rejoined, " for it is more likely to be 
successful than the other, and will save us the trouble' of 
looking for this secret passage. You consent to this, 
Anne?" 

"So you will leave me gagged and bound," she an^ 
Bwered. 

^ Ob) never fear but we will do that," said Harley, with 
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a comical expression, that, serious as I felt, forced me to 
smile. 

"But my father!*' now interposed Viola: "he must 
not be left here a prisoner !" 

" If your father is a prisoner here, dear Viola," replied 
Harley, a dark frown settling on his brow, " he owes it to 
himself — ^to the scheme of villany he attempted to practise 
against you — and I have no sympathy with him whatever." 

" But still, Morton, dear Morton, he is my father," said 
Viola, gently, approaching him she addressed, resting her 
soft white hand upon his shoulder, and letting her bright 
dark eyes, all eloquent with love, beam tenderly and plead- 
ingly upon his. "He is my father, dear Morton; and 
were he to suffer, even for his own misdeeds, your Viola 
could not be happy." 

" Pardon me, if I doubt he is your father," returned 
Harley ; " for no father could so misuse a child as he has 
you, my own fair flower ;" and throwing an arm around 
her slender waist, he drew her fondly to him. 

" But you will forgive and forget all for my sake, dear 
Morton, and try to liberate him, will you not ?" and again 
the soft pleading eyes of Viola spoke more than her lips. 

"Were I certain of his being a prisoner within this 
tower, as you seem to think he is, dearest, I would do much 
for your sake ; but I tell you frankly, I would neither risk 
my own life, nor yours, to set him free. And why should 
I ? Do I owe him any gratitude for the misery he has 
made you and I suffer? Oh, Viola! Viola! you know 
not, you can never know, the anguish, the tortures, I have 
endured since the hour we first met on the bank of that 
romantic stream in old Virginia. When I look back over 
the intervening time, it seems as if I could number a thou- 
sand years of grief and agony, with only here and there a 
day of happiness. And who caused me all this suffering? 
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— ^who but the man you term your father, whom you would 
now have me peril my life to rescue from a just punish- 
ment ! But come, dearest, we must talk of this elsewhere 
— for now my only care is to get you safely, if not secretly, 
away from here, before the Count returns." 

"Oh, Heavens! we are lost! we are lost!" now cried 
Anne, in a tone of the utmost alarm, clasping her hands 
wildly. 

She was standing by the southern window, looking out 
upon the park, over the front building. 

" What is it ?" cried Harley and I in a breath, spring- 
ing to her. 

" The Count ! the Count ! See ! he has returned," she 
almost shrieked. •' 

It needed but a single glance toward the left hand gate, 
to convince us she spoke the truth — for there, sure enough, 
coming leisurely up the avenue, was the very same horse- 
man we had seen ride away an hour or two since. The 
next moment he spurred his gallant animal ; and the roof 
of the building before us soon shut him from our view, as 
he drew near and nearer to the mansion. 

Harley now turned to me, and I to him, and we read 
in each other's looks, the stern resolve of men who were 
determined to face the worst with unflinching firmress. 
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** Well, Harry, what are we to do ?" said Harley, who 
was the first to speak. 

" Fly ! fly ! — oh ! fly, and save yourselves !" cried 
Viola, springing to us* 

^^ And leave you in the hands of a villain, dearest ?" re- 
plied Harley, throwing an arm around her and drawing 
her to him. ^^ We should be cowards indeed to do that, 
my pretty flower !" 

^^ But he will kill you, if you stay here, Morton ! Ob, 
fly ! fly ! for my sake !" 

'* You forget, my dear Viola, we could not escape— foi 
this terrible lord is already here." 

''But you came as peddlers, you tell me-— depart as 
such, and he will not molest you. This lady, I am sure, 
will keep the secret, for her own sake ;" and she appealed 
to Anne with her eyes. 

" Yes, yes — I will — I swear it !" cried Anne, in alarm. 
'' Oh ! gentlemen, go ! go ! — do as this lady bids you, and 
all may yet be well." 

" What do you think of their advice, Harry ?" inquired 
Harley, looking at me. 

" Th&t it is meant for our good, perhaps, but should not 
be followed," I replied. 

He grasped my hand. 

<^ Were there twenty terrible lords, instead of one, I 
would not stir an inch," he said. 
(166) 
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"Nor I," I rejoined. 

** You see," he continued, turning to Viola, " we are 
not to be moved — ^so spare us your entreaties, and be firm, 
and we will save you, or perish in the attempt. Here, 
seat yourself here, dearest, on this sofa, and do not stir 
from here, nor speak. Will this Count seek to enter the 
tower ?" he continued, addressing Anne, who stood wring- 
ing her hands, the picture of despair. 

*' Doubtless he will," she answered, in tremulous tones* 
" Oh, go ! gentlemen — ^go ! — ^in mercy to yourselves, and 
us, go! 

" Hush [ not a word. If I had a rope !" 

" I saw one in the room above," I hastened to say. 

" Ah, ha, ha ! Fate again ! Quick, Harry, and get it ! 
there is no time to lose." 

I bounded away, and in less than a minute returned 
with a good-sized coil. 

" Now, Harry — and you, Anne — follow me to the room 
below." 

" Oh ! sir, I—" began Anne, drawing back. 

" Girl !" cried Harley, interrupting her, seizing her by 
the wrist, and producing a revolver : ^' this is no time to 
trifle. You have sworn to obey us, and you shall I or 
take the cc&sequences ! We are armed, and desperate — 
come!** and he dragged her toward the door by main 
force. 

"Kill me !" she cried — "kill me ! I deserve death, for 
my unintentional treachery to my lord" 

" Would you save his life ?" demanded Harley, fiercely. 

"Yes ! yes ! even at the sacrifice of my own." 

"Then follow us, and give no- alarm ! or, I swear to you, 
I will send the first ball through his head !" 

" Oh ! then," pleaded Anne, " bind me ! bind me ! that 
he may think me overpowered, not treacherous." 
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**If we have time, I will. Come ! quick ! quick !" 

We all now hurried down to the chamber below, but 
none more eagerly than Anne. 

" There is time !" she cried ; " quick now, with your 
cord! — and oh! for Heaven's sake, good gentlemen, do 
not harm him !" 

It was the work of less than a minute to bind fast the hands 
and feet of Mistress Anne, who aided us all she could ; and 
leaving her lying upon the ground, we hastened to the 
window that commanded a view of the bridge. 

" Now, then, if he would only enter by the door here," 
began Harley ; but interrupted his speech with the exclama- 
tion, " Ha ! he comes ! Quick ! Harry — here ! stand by 
me, ready to spring upon him !" and hurriedly unlocking 
the door, he placed himself, so that while open it would 
cover him, and I hastily took my position beside him. 

Scarcely had I done so, when the door was thrown 
quickly open, and a voice, which we instantly recognised, 
exclaimed, angrily : 

"Where are these thieving — " 

The sentence was cut short by a heavy blow from the 
fist of Harley, which staggered the speaker forward, and 
brought him to his knees ; and before he could recorer 
himself, we were upon him ; and, working like men whose 
lives depended on their exertions, we had him fast bound 
almost in the time it has taken me to record the fact. 

On finding himself a prisoner, in his own strong-hold, 
the rage of the Count knew no bounds. His pale face 
grew livid with passion — his eyes shot gleams like fire — he 
ground his teeth, and foamed, and rolled, and worked him* 
self in his cords like a giant and poured forth a volley of 
oaths in French, that I would not repeat even had they 
been spoken in my mother tongue. 

Harley, after relocking the door, that we might have no 
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more to contend with, coolly took a seat along side of his 
prisoner, and quietly waited till the first hurst of fury was 
over. It lasted much longer, however, than one would 
have thought likely— denoting the Count to be a man of 
the most ungovernable passions, who was now under 
physical restraint, with his mental powers terribly active, 
perhaps for the first time in his life. It was really painful 
to witness the workings of the demon within him ; and I 
believe that, for a time, he was as much insane as ever was 
a chained inmate of Bedlam. Oh! such writhing — such 
gnashing of teeth — such rolling of the eyes, and such 
contortions of the countenance — I hope never to witness 
again ! Truly had Anne said, he was terrible in his anger ; 
and I verily believe, had it been in his power, he would 
have put us beyond the pale of mortality, with as little 
compunction as he would have felt for a serpent or a 
mad dog. 

Gradually, at length, he grew calmer, and finally ceased 
his struggles altogether, fixing his keen, black eyes upon 
Harley, with a malignant intensity that seemed to pene- 
trate to the very soul. He was, as I have previously 
described him, a finely formed man, of medium size, and 
some five-and-thirty years of age. He was, setting passion 
aside, by no means an ill-looking individual — though his fea- 
tures generally were too sharp and pale for any great manly 
beauty. His lips were thin and close, and on the upper 
one was a fine, black mustache, that contrasted forcibly 
with his pale countenance — the more so, that all the rest 
of his beard was kept closely shaved. His forehead was 
high, broad, and intellectual ; and he had a look of firm- 
ness, decision, and command, that accorded with his real 
character. His most remarkable feature, however, was his 
eye ; it was the blackest and most piercing I had ever 
beheld ; and as I noted its fiery, snake-like appearance, I 
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did not wonder he could make himself feared by those orer 
whom he could exercise authority in any degree, or by 
those whom fortune had placed within the limits of his evil 
influence. 

Ilarley fixed his eye upon the Count, and, by the thought- 
ful earnestness of his look, I knew he was seeking to read 
the character of his enemy, that he might the more* readily 
accomplish the purpose he had in view. For some time 
neither spoke ; but silently regarded each other, like two 
combatants who have only ceased hostilities that they may 
the more readily close in the death-gripe. 

My friend was the first to break the silence ; and hia 
language was altogether different from what I had antici- 
pated, considering the occasion, and the recent exciting 
events. 

*'Well, Monsieur le Gapitaine," he said, with a quiet 
smile, '^ if I were in your place, and you in mine, I think 
I would give it up as an unforeseen disaster, and endeavor 
to efiect a compromise — of course making it as favorable 
to myself as I could under the circumstances — ^but at the 
same time resolving to yield some knotty points, with a 
very good show of grace — more especially if convinced, by 
certain demonstrations of my adversary, that I must yield 
them, nolens volens. What say you to this, good my lord ?" 

" Who are you V* demanded the Count, with an air of 
surprise. 

^^ Why, I am what you can hardly have the pretence to 
be, my lord — ^an honest man." 

The Count writhed, and his black eyes flashed. 

" Villain !*' he muttered through his shut teeth — " if I 
were only free of these cords, I would teach you how to 
address yourself to me." 

" Why, there it is again, good my lord," returned Ilarley, 
'^o^^g I ^^ if you were free, of course ; but you are not^ 
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jon see, and you are not likely to be at present — therefore 
I think we had better come to an amicable understanding. 
Now if if is to be the word, why, I can but repeat, that if 
I were in your place, and you in mine — ^you understand ?" 

" Who are you ?" cried the other, fiercely ; " and what 
do you seek here ?" 

"There now, the last is quite a sensible question, all 
things considered, and I may as well answer it. In the 
first place, I seek the liberation of Viola St. Auburn ; in 
the second place, I wish to know what you have done with 
her worthy father ? in the third place, I would ask you, if 
you think counterfeiting an honest and profitable specu- 
lation ?" 

At these last words the Count turned deadly pale, and 
for the first time exhibited signs of alarm. 

" I do not understand your allusions to counterfeiting," 
he replied, with ashy, quivering lips. 

"No? then if you will follow me to a certain small 
apartment above us, I will explain it to you in an unmis- 
takable way." 

" Ha ! I have been betrayed !" groaned the other, 
setting his teeth hard. 

" You are known, at all events," replied Harley, 
coolly; ^* and since you are completely in our power, I 
would advise you to make a virtue of necessit}*, and con- 
cede us all we ask." 

" Oh ! ray lord, I did not betray you !" now cried Anne, 
in a tone of despair. 

"Ha I you here?" cried the Count, working himself in 
his cords, till he brought his eyes to bear upon her- -for 
not having seen her on his entrance, this was the first 
intimation he had of her being in the chamber. ^ 

" Oh ! my lord," she exclaimed, "I did not betray you! 
— indeed, indeed I did not ! — these villains — " 
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"Hold!" interrupted Harley; "I will permit no Buch 
language. Do not speak again. Mistress Anne, till I ad- 
dress you, or you will be sorry for it." 

Anne was dumb, through fear that all might be revealed 
to him she both loved and feared. 

"And now,*' pursued Harley, turning to the Count, with 
a stern look, " as time is precious to myself and friends, if 
not to you, let us come to an understanding at once." 

" Who are you, sir?" again demanded D'Estang. 

" Well,, thinking it not unlikely you have heard of me 
before, I will honor you with my name. I am called Mor- 
ton Harley." 

" Ha !" ejaculated the Count, with anything but a plead- 
ing expression ; and he bit his nether lip till the blood 
showed through. 

" Now that you know who I am, and probably divine my 
business here, let us see if we can come to any understand- 
ing," pursued Harley, 

" Well, name your demands !" 

" I will. Monsieur ; and endeavor not to be unreasonable, 
considering the advantage I have over you." 

" You are a coward," sneered the Count, " to make yomr 
boast over a gentleman in fetters ! Set me free, sir, and 
see who gets the advantage then !" 

" Ay, ay — or shoot myself through the head," returned 
Harley, ironically — " I suppose that would answer equally 
as well. But as I intend to do neither, Monsieur le Capi- 
taine, suppose we come to the point at once. I maj as 
well remsLvkj en passant, that, having the advantage, I in- 
tend to make good use of it ; and as to the epithet of coward 
— why, should it ever be my misfortune to be reduced to the 
level of your lordship, I will leave it to a gang of counter- 
feiters and thieves to decide which is the most cowardly, 
to kidnap an onprotected lady, with the a^istanoe of her 
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own father, and shut her up in a tower — or to go boldly 
into the fortress of an enemy, make him a prisoner, and 
set the aforesaid lady at liberty, in' defiance of his power. 
Kow, Monsieur D'Estang, lest you should mistake my cha- 
racter, from my free and easy way of speaking, let me im- 
press upon your mind, that I am not a person to be trifled 
with — that I value life only for the use I can make of it — 
that I fear death as little as yourself, perhaps less — and 
that once determined upon a course, I cannot be changed. 
And I would furthermore observe in this connection^ that 
it is very fortunate for you that Viola St. Auburn has sus- 
tained no further injury than irksome inrprisonment — for 
had it been otherwise — had you^ in short, laid a rude hand 
upon her — I swear to you, Count D'Estang, I would have 
pitched you headlong from the top of this tower, though 
I died for it the next minute ! Now, then, do you begin 
to understand me 7 Eh V* 

" Go on, sir — I am in your power at present — but — " 

" There, there. Monsieur," interrupted Harley — " that 
will do — ^never mind the rest. You are in our power for 
the present ; exactly so ; that will do for the present ; and 
of the future we know just as much as yourself. Well, now 
to be brief, I wish you to state, in the first place, what has 
become of the father of Viola ?" 

** Well, sir, suppose I refuse to do so ?" 

*^ Then you will leave the impression on our minds that 
he has been foully dealt with — or, in plainer language, 
murdered !*' 

^^ Well?" said the Count, making an effort to appear 
calm and indifferent. 

" Well," replied Ilarley, " in that case, though he was 
my enemy, I shall take every means in my power to have 
you brought to justice." 

'^ Bat suppose I tell you he is imprisoned ?" 

15 
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" Then you must inform us how he can be liberated." 

" Well, let us understand each other," pursued the Count. 
" Suppose I comply with all your demands — what am I to 
get in return ?" 

" Your liberty." 

" When ? and in what manner ?" 

" You shall be set free after we are gone. This, Sir 
Count, is much better than you deserve ; bat as it would be 
rather troublesome to bring you to justice, and remain as a 
^witness myself, if you will comply with all onr demands, 
and take a solemn oath not to seek to molest ua after we 
are gone, you shall be restored to liberty." 

« And if I refuse ?" 

*' You will be kept here a prisoner ; and one of us, at 
least, shall remain as your jailor." 

" But I cannot long remain a prisoner here — for my 
'Servants, if no others, when once they learn the outrage 
that has been perpetrated upon me, will break in, over- 
power you, and set me free." 

*' But we will take care, my dear sir, that your servants 
learn nothing of the kind," said Harley. 

" You cannot keep the knowledge from them ; they will 
suspect there is something wrong, if I do not make my ap- 
pearance in the course of the day." 

" Then to settle the matter in a few words," returned 
Ilarley, producing his revolver, "let me assure j'ou, M. 
D*£stang, that we are armed to the teeth — that the first 
that enters will be shot down like a dog — and that the mo- 
ment we have reason to think we may be overpowered, that 
moment a ball shall be lodged in your lordship's brain !" 

The Count bit his lip again, and seemed to reflect. 

" Well," he said at length, "I like your candor, at all 
events : now say what you require of me ?" 
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'^ First, that Mr. St. Auburn, if imprisoned, shall be set 
at liberty : secondly, that you shall suffer yourself to take 
his place till after our departure : thirdly, that you will 
give written orders to your servants to furnish us with four 
good horses, and permit us to leave your grounds unmo- 
lested : and fourthly, that you will swear, by all you hold 
sacred, never again to molest us." 

Again the Count reflected ; but he evidently saw no bet- 
ter way of getting out of a bad predicament ; while the 
idea probably occurred to him, that by assenting to Harley's 
proposals, something might happen to give him the ascen- 
dency : he therefore rejoined : 

" Well, sir, as I cannot do better, I concede your de- 
mands, — but first tell me in what manner I shall gain my 
liberty ?" 

^^ After we have been gone a reasonable time," replied 
Harley, " I will despatch a note to one of your porters, 
informing him of your confinement." 

" But what security have I that you will not play me 
false?" 

"The word of a gentleman." 

"Well," sneered the Count, "that may do very well in 
some cases ; but even you, sir, must admit, it is not tanr 
gihle security." 

" It is all I have to offer," returned Ilarley, haughtily ; 
"and if you do not choose to accept of it — why, we will en- 
deavor to manage the business without your assistance." 

" Nay, my friend — " 

" Hold !" cried Harley, almost fiercely ; " do not presume, 
sir, to apply the term of friend to me — I detest such hy- 
pocrisy ! I am your enemy, henceforth and forever, and 
will trouble you to bear it in mind." 

The pale features of the Count flushed, his eyes flashed. 
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he bit his lips, and would doubtless have burst forth in a 
torrent of invectives, had not policy kept him silent. 

"Do you agree to ray conditions?" demanded Harley, 
at length ; " yes or no ?" 

"Yes," replied the Count. 

" Very well* — let us proceed directly to business. First 
Ln order are the written directions to your servants." 

" Yes, if you will permit me to send for pen, ink, and 
paper." 

" It is unnecessary, sir, even if the articles were not to 
be found in your cabinet of curiosities up stairs ; for I have 
paper in my box, and a pencil will answer our purpose as 
well as a pen ;" and going to his box, Harley produced a 
torn blank sheet. 

"I must have the use of my arms," said the Count. 

" One will do, sir ; but first wo will ascertain what other 
arms you have;" and Harley proceeded to search the 
Count — finding on his person a brace of pistols, and a 
" Bowie," which he took from him. 

We then released the Count's right arm, and, placing him 
on a sofa, drew a table up to him, so that he could write 
without difficulty. He afiected no hesitation; but taking 
the pencil of my friend, wrote some three or four lines in 
French, signed his name at the bottom, and handed the 
paper to Harley. The moment the latter glanced over it, 
a dark, malignant expression, such as I had never before 
seen him exhibit, swept over his countenance ; and slowly 
producing one of the Count's pistols, he pointed it at the 
head of his lordship, and said, in a deep, severe tone : 

" Villain ! I have a mind to make this treachery your 
last !" 

Anne uttered a scream of terror. 

<^ Hold ! Morton !" I cried, in a tone of alarm ; while the 
Count fairly turned livid with fear, and, with his eyes sink- 
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ing under Harley's fierce gaze, trembled in every limb : 
" Hold ! Morton ! — for the love of Heaven do no murder 
here !" I continued, taking the weapon from his hands, 
though he still kept his eyes fixed piercingly on the Count. 
'^ What has he done, Morton ? Speak ! what has he done ?" 
and I repeated the question several times before I got an 
answer. 

" Done ?" cried Harley, at length, fiercely, — " read for 
yourself, Harry V and he held forth the paper. " But I 
forgot," he added — " you do not understand French — so 1 
will translate it." 

And he read : 

**I am a prisoner in the tower ; secure the bearers of 
this; let no one leave the VilUj on pain of deaths and 
come instantly to my release. 

« D'ESTANG." 

** He fancied, the knave ! that neither of us understood 
French," added Harley. 

I gave vent to my indignation in no very meiisured 
terms. 

" He will rewrite the order," pursued Harley, sternly, 
again fixing his eyes piercingly on the Count ; *^ and the 
very next time he attempts to play us false, will be the last. 
In English, Monsieur D'Estang !" he added, pushing the 
paper to him. 

The Count again wrote ; but, in spite of himself, his 
hand trembled. The second note, after perusing, Harley 
handed to me. It read : 

"ief the bearers of this, my particular friends, bepro^ 
vided with four good horses, and be permitted to leave the 
VHU without question or hindrance. D'ESTANO." 

15* 
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« That will do, I think," I said. 

"Now, then," said Harley, "for Mr. St. Anbarn. 
Where is he, Sir Count ?" 

" He is imprisoned in this tower, below ns," replied 
D'Estang. 

" You must show us the way, sir." 

The Count looked down at his limbs. 

" We will refasten your arms, and release your legs," 
ptirsued Harley. " I can do this, Harry — ^will you favor 
me by calling Viola ?*' 

I hastened to the chamber above. 

"Well?" cried the beautiful maiden, eagerly. "Oh! 
Mr. Walton, I have been so terrified !" 

** Be not so any longer then, fair lady," I replied — " for 
we have succeeded beyond our expectations." 

"Is Morton safe?" 

^^ Yes, and the Count a prisoner ;" and I hurriedly nar- 
rated what had happened, adding ; " Come, we are about 
to visit your father, and set you all free." 

She wept for joy. 

On reaching the lower chamber, Viola flew to Harley, 
threw her arms around his neck, and sobbed upon his breast. 

" Cheer up, my love!" he said: "God is with us, and 
we triumph. — Come, dearest — we will free you, and your 
father, from the clutches of a demon incarnate ; and then 
if he does not sanction our union, he is incapable of grati- 
tude, and we must act without him." 

As soon as Viola could subdue her emotipns, so as to 
appear composed, Harley bade her follow with me ; and 
then placing his hand on the Count's shoulder, who was 
now standing by, with his arms bound, but his legs un- 
fettered, he said : 

" Now, sir, show us the secret passage to your prisoner." 

" But Anne," I interposed—" shall we leave her here?'* 
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'' Ah ! I had nearly overlooked her ! Ko, she must go 
with us." 

I soon cut the cords that bound her feet ; and then the 
Count, without a word, proceeded to the secret passage 
leading to the upper chamber, Harley keeping close to 
him, with a revolver in his band4 

''Here," said the count, on reaching the foot of the 
stairway ; " underneath me is a trap door ; and a little to 
the right, there, you will find a spring — ^press that, and it 
will open." 

Harley stooped down, the count stepped aside, and in a 
moment the trap was raised, and a blast of cool air came 
up from the darkness below. 

« We must have a light," said Harley. 

1 had seen a lantern in the little room above, and I 
hastened to get it. Harley took it, and after peering down 
into the darkness, swung it on his arm, fixed his left hand 
firmly in the cords that bound the count, and placing his 
revolver to the breast of the latter, said, in a determined 
tone : 

*' A single attempt at treachery. Count, and you are a 
dead man." 

He then began to descend the steep, narrow stairs, keep- 
ing a firm hold of D'Estang — ^Yiola followed next — and I 
brought up the rear with Anne. ^ 

So we went down to the dungeon of the tower. 



CHAPTER XVn 

A DISGLOSDBE. 

Wb descended two long, narrow flights of stairs, which 
brought us one story below the level of the earth. What 
the ground apartment of the tower contained, I do not 
know, for we did not enter it, but kept outside in the secret 
passage. At the foot of the second descent, we came to 
an iron door, which, on being opened bj the Count's di- 
rections, admitted us to a small apartment, walled in with 
heavy stones, and paved with flags. An iron lamp was 
attached to the ceiling by a chain, so as to be lowered or 
raised. We lowered and lighted it, which enabled us to 
see very distinctly. Nothing particularly attracted our 
attention, save three iron doors, two of which were close 
together on the side opposite our entrance, and the other 
occupied a central position in the wall to the right. While 
looking around us, we heard something like a groan, 
though either distant, muffled, or feeble, we could not tell 
which. 

*' Come," said Harley, who still retained his hold upon 
the Count, *^ I suppose that sound proceeds from your vic- 
tim — show us to him !" 

*' This way ;" and the Count advanced to one of the two 
doors near together, while we all eagerly followed, Viola 
faintly murmuring ; 

" My father ! my poor father.!" 

'^ The key hangs by the door," said the Count. 

Harley found it, and soon had the door open, disclosing 
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a small crypt, with a grated door between us and the pri- 
soner. The open space between the two doors had some 
connection with the chamber above, and was doubtless con- 
trived to admit air to the tenant of the cell, for there 
appeared to be no other means of ventilation. 

"Here, Harry," said Harley, "take charge of the 
Count, while I set free the prisoner." 

I laid my hand on D'Estang, and Harley entered the 
crypt with his lantern. The grated door was secured by 
bolts, that could easily be removed from without. In less 
than a minute, I heard my friend say : 

"Henry St. Auburn, you are free." 

" What means this ? to whom am I indebted for this 
liberation ?" said a voice from within. ^ 

"Your daughter will explain all," replied Harley ; " she 
is without here — come;" and the next moment Harley 
reappeared, followed by a man some forty-five or fifty 
years of age, with iron-gray hair, a rather robust frame^ 
and strongly marked features. 

I had only time to observe this much, when Viola, with 
a cry of "Father! dear, dear father!" sprang forward, 
threw her arms around his neck, and wept upon his breast. 

" Will some one be so good as to explain the meaning 
of all this?" said St. Auburn, looking from one to the 
other, with an air of perplexity, but exhibiting less afiec- 
tion for his daughter than was consonant with my feelings. 

"It means, dear father," replied Viola, looking up into 
his face, with her beautiful arms still clasped around his neck, 
" that the man you have thought your friend, has proved 
himself your enemy ; and that the man you have considered 
your enemy, has proved himself your friend." 

" I know who has proved himself my enemy," rejoined 
St. Auburn, looking fiercely at the Count, who stood pale 
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and silent, biting his lips ; ^^ but ivho is he that has proved 
himself my friend, in this hour of need ?" 

** Behold him !" said Viola, pointing to Harley, irho, 
^'ith his arms folded on his breast, stood near, calmly, but 
somewhat sternly, regarding St. Auburn. 

** Sir, you are a stranger to me, but — " began St. 
Auburn, looking at Harley, who interrupted : 

" Nay, sir, I am no stranger, but one too well known ;" 
and with the words he removed his wig, mustache, and whis- 
kers, adding : " You recognize me now, Mr. St. Auburn ?*' 

^* Ha ! Harley !" cried St. Auburn, with a start, chang- 
iug countenance. 

^^ Yes, a despised Harley,*' returned my friend, with not 
a little asperity. 

^' I do not understand this," said St. Auburn, with an 
air of wonder. 

" This way, father, I will explain all," returned Viola, 
quickly ; and she drew St. Auburn aside, and spoke to him 
hurriedly, for a few minutes, in a low tone. 

The Count regarded the two, while they were conversing 
apart, with Ik peculiar expression. His brows contracted, 
a sneer played around his mouth, and once or twice he 
seemed on the point of speaking, but withheld the utter- 
ance and remained silent. 

At length St. Auburn advanced to Harley, and proffered 
bis hand. 

'^Sir! Mr. Harley," he said, '^I feel I have done yoo 
great injustice. My daughter — " 

"Bah!" sneered D'Estang: "Speak the truth and 
shame the Father of Lies ! — ^you know she is not your 
daughter." 

" Not his daughter ?" exclaimed Harley, catching at the 
word : " Not his daughter. Count D'Estang 7'' 

"No ! she is not his daughter." 



A DISCLOSURE. 18 



o 



** Silence !" interposed St. Auburn, fiercely. 

" Nay, speak !" cried Harley, while we all stood breath- 
less with surprise. " Speak ! Count — ^you shall be heard. 
I know he has not treated her as a father should^ treat a 
daughter — but still I knew not that she is not his own flesh 
and blood.*' 

"Look at the two— do yon see any resemblance?" 
said D*£stang, with another sneer. 

"But that goes for nothing, Count, unless you have 
other proof," replied Harley. 

" Silence, villain !" cried St. Auburn, looking fiercely at 
the Count. " Dare to open your vile lips — " 

" Hold !" interrupted Harley ; " I am master nere, and 
the Count shail have a hearing." 

"Oh! what new and fearful mystery in this?" now 
cried Viola, looking from one to the other for explanation. 

" She is not his daughter," persisted D'Estang, " and he 
knows it. The secret he made known to me for a consi- 
deration ; but since I am foiled, he shall no longer have the 
advantage of it." 

" Is this true, father ? is this true ?" cried Viola, ad- 
dressing St. Auburn. 

" Believe it not, Viola — it is an invention of his own," 
replied St. Auburn, not a little agitated. 

" Look at his face, and be your own judges," rejoined 
D'Estang. 

Harley now took Viola aside, and held a short confer- 
ence with her ; then he returned to the group, and she 
remained apart. 

" This is all very strange, and I should like a clearing up 
of the mystery," he* said, addressing the Count. 

"And I can give it in a few words," replied D'Estang. 
" Henry St. Auburn had a daughter — " 

" Mr. Harley," interrupted St. Auburn, " that he who 
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'passes for Count D'Estang is a villain of tho^ worst type, 1 
think you have already had sufficient evidence ; and if the 
tale of my disgrace must be told, let it come from my lips." 

" Say on then !" returned Harley. 

" Not here, Mr. Harley — not here. Set me at liberty, 
and I swear to you, you shall have the truth, and the 
benefit of the truth. D'Estang knows only what I have 
told him, and he has already abused my confidence. Since 
matters have gone so far, I may as well state, that she 
who is called Viola St. Auburn, is not my daughter, and 
that whoever weds her will wed an heiress of great wealth. 
This is the true reason why Monsieur D'Estang has sought 
to force her into an alliance with himself." 

'* To accomplish which vile measure, you scrupled not to 
lend your assistance," rejoined Harley. 

"In part, Mr. Harley> I confess; but that I refused 
to second all his base plans, my imprisonment here is proof 
Bufficient." 

" Did you not force her to come hither, with no other 
motive than to marry her to D*Estang?" 

"I persuaded her to oome, in the hope that I could 
prevail upon her to ^ive him her hand in marriage, though 
I was not then aware of his being such a villain," replied 
St. Auburn. 

"As for villany, I fear there is not much to choose 
between you," replied Harley, sternly. " Ton, at least, I 
know of old ; and it will require much at your hands, 
to cause me to overlook your treatment of my father, or 
your insults to me personally — more especially, since your 
own lips have informed me you are not the fotherof Viola." 

'* I trust, Mr. Harlej"," replied St. Auburn, with a penitent 
look, " you will not recall the past ; and for the future — *' 

" He will 4)0 as great a villain as ever," chimed in 
D'Estang, interrupting him. "Put no faith in what he 
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sajSy Mr. Harlej — ^for the penitence he now exhibits, 
proceeds from fear, not regret. He is a villain, without 
manhood — a base, paltry coward, who will fawn when he is 
in your power, and bite when you are in his." 

On hearing this, St. Auburn raised his clenched hand, 
and aimed a blow at the Count, which I parried. 

'^ Would you strike a defenceless man ?" cried I, indig- 
nantly ; '< do you not see that D*Estang is bound 7" 

*^ Attempt the like again," said Harley, fiercely, grasping 
the arm of St. Auburn, "and you shall back to your 
dungeon." 

"I crave pardon j I was rash," returned St. Auburn, 
cowering. 

" You see !" said D'Estang— " I spoke the truth." 

"Silence!" commanded Harley; "and let recrimination 
cease ! And now, Mr. St. Auburn, speak the truth, and 
Bay for what reason you were imprisoned here." 

"I was about to do so," replied the other. "It was 
because I would not consent to force Viola to wed this 
man," pointing to D'Estang. " Base as I am, I never in- 
tended to exercise over her any power beyond earnest 
entreaty. I told her she might choose between him and a 
convent ; and I would have made my word good, and re- 
moved her ere this, had I not beendecoyed to this dungeon, 
and thrust into that cell by force. I will not deny that 
my motive in bringing her here was so far base, that I was 
to receive a certain sum of money the moment she should 
become his bride; but when, after getting her here, I 
found how repugnant it was to her feelings to think of 
wedding such a man, even to be mistress of all he owns, 
I resolved to take her away at any sacrifice. The world 
has not gone well with me, Mr. Harley. Not long since I 
lost a fortune, and a wife that I prized above every thing 
earthly. Circumstances made me desperate. In an evil 
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hour I met Monsieur D*Estang, and the bargain and sale 
was consummated, in so much that it only required the con- 
aent of Viola to make the contract effcctire. That I 
acted right in doing as I have done, I do not pretend to say 
— hot I am not more guilty than I have made appear." 

" But why did you wish Viola to marry the Count in the 
first place ?" inquired Harley. 

^' Because I then thought him a gentleman ; and because, 
also, he pledged himself to pay me twenty thousand dollars 
on her wedding-day. I had a contract to this effect, which 
he has since taken from me." 

'' And when this contract was entered into, did he know 
that she is not your daughter?" 

^'Yes, I had previously told him the secret of her 
parentage." 

"And who, sir, are my parents?" cried Viola, in no 
little agitation, she having drawn close to the speaker 
without being observed. 

" I thank Heaven that St. Auburn is not one of them !" 
rejoined Harley. " But, dearest Viola, you were to remain 
apart," he continued, chidingly. 

"But think you, Morton, I have no interest in this 
matter ?" 

" Great interest, my* dear Viola ; but I would have 
reported all to you." 

" Nay, Morton, I pray you let me hear for myself." 

Harley assented, and again addressed himself to St 
Auburn. 

" What motive had the Count for binding himself to give 
you so large a sum on the day that Viola should become 
his wife?" 

"I have said that she is an heiress to great wealth,'* 
was the reply. 

" Well, and if bo^ why did you sell her for such a sum ? 
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Why did you not make known to her her history, and trust 
to her generosity to reward you ?*' 

** To tell you the plain truth, Mr. Harley, I knew sbe 
irtLS engaged to you ; and I feare(^, if she became possessed 
of the secret of her birth, she would spurn my control, and 
place herself and fortune wholly in your hands.'* 

'' Ah ! sir, (I cannot call you father, since you disown 
the tie of consanguinity,) how much you mistake my 
nature," returned Viola, her eyes filling with tears. " Had 
you made me a confidant instead of another, and consented 
to my wedding the man of my choice, I would have placed 
my fortune, w*hatever it may be, at your disposal.** 

'*It is only another instance of villany overreaching 
itself," rejoined Harley, in a severe tone. 

"But tell me, sir — oh! tell me who I am?" pursued 
Viola, with great emotion. **0h! I am bewildered^I 
know not what to think, or how to act ! And is it possible 
that she I so loved, and called by the endearing title of 
mother — ^is it possible she was no kin of mine ? and could 
she have known this, and never have told me ?" 

"My poor Mary!" returned St. Auburn, not a little 
afiected : " She was indeed no kin to you, Viola ; but she 
knewit not; she believed to the last you were her daughter." 

" Oh ! this is a fearful mystery, sir !" continued Viola ; 
" I pray you make it clear ! Tell me — oh ! sir, tell me — 
who are my parents ? are they living ? and how came I 
estranged from them ? Perhaps — " 

She paused — a wild troubled expression swept over her 
beautiful features — a cold shudder seemed to pass through 
her frame — and placing her hand upon her heart, as if to 
Btill its throbbings, she fairly gasped for breath. 

"Viola! dear, dearest Viola !" cried Harley, springing 
to and supporting her with his arm; "what means this 
agitation 7" 
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^^You at least have nothing to blush for/' said St. 
Anbum, who appeared to understand what she wished yet 
feared to know. 

On hearing this, Viola drew a long breath of relief, and 
murmured : 

" Thank Heaven ! thank Heaven !" 

*^ Come !" said Harlej, gently drawing her aside again-* 
"you must no longer be a listener, Viola — the subject 
too deeply interests you. Leave all to me, dearest — leave 
all to me ;" and after a few more words with her, he 
returned to St. Auburn, and said, in a low tone : '^ I beg, 
idr, that you will put me in possession of the facts of this 
business at once !" 

"Not here," was the reply: "set me atliberty, and I 
will." 

" But you may break your word, when you no longer 
have anything to gain by the disclosure. I might have 
known nothing now, only for the Count." 

" You would in time, Mr. Harley ; but I should have 
made my own terms for the secret." 

" And what would have been vour terms ?" 

" The same as agreed to by this treacherous Frenchman." 

^* It is a large sum, but I do not wish to take any undue 
advantage of you. Prove what you have asserted, and, I 
pledge you the honor of a gentleman, you shall have the 
amount named." 

" Ah ! sir," cried St. Auburn, rapturously, "yoa are a 
true gentleman, I see ; I was mistaken in you ; your hand, 
Mr. Harley." 

" Pardon me !" returned my friend, drawing himself up 
with an air of reserve. " I am a little peculiar in some 
respects ; and one of my peculiarities is, that I only give 
my hand where I can give my heart. This is merely a 
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basiness transaction, Mr. St. Auburn. There is not, there 
never can be, any friendship between us." 

The countenance of St. Auburn fell ; while the Count 
chimed in, with a curl of his thin lips : 

^* Ay, keep him at a safe distance, Mr. Harley." 

" Well, free me from this hateful confinement," rejoined 
St. Auburn, quickly — " take me from the presence of my 
treacherous confederate here, (pointing to D'Estang, who 
only smiled scornfully,) and I will keep my word with you." 

'* I owe you this much," said Harley ; " because, however 
vile your intentions were, you used no actual force with 
Viola. Were it otherwise, sir, you should now be punished 
according to your deserts." 

^^ Give not to so vile a man the sum named," interposed 
D'Estang. ^^ As to his secret, it is in my possession, Mr. 
Harley ; and if you wish, you shall have it for the asking. 
I wouliit at least do this much to revenge myself on him 
for his insultiB — since, at present, it is not in my power to 
do more." 

^^ But he has not the proofs," said St. Auburn, eagerly ; 
'^ and what is the secret without proof to support it 7 I 
can prove Viola to be what I assert — but — " 

^' Andt where are these proofs ?" interrupted Harley. 

^* Not here, I assure you. No, I determined, for fear of 
treachery, to retain a hold upon the interest of D'Estang, 
till he should fulfil his part of the agreement." 

^'Bah ! what matters proofs, when the secret is divulged ?" 
sneered the Count. 

'^ Hold !" said Harley. " To save further discussion of 
the matter, let me assure you both that I shall keep my 
word. If St. Auburn does what he says he will do, he 
shall have the amount named, whether the secret is divulged 
by another or not. I have pledged my honor to this, and 
I trust I am too much of a gentleman not to redeem it." 
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"You can do as you like," returned D'Estang, tartly, 
biting his lips. 

" Thank you for the permission," rejoined my friend, 
drily. " And no^. Monsieur le Capitaine, I will trouble 
you to tell me what the door next to this cell conceals ?" 

" Another cell like it." 

" Very good ; then there is one for you, and one for 
Mistress Anne here." 

" Oh ! sir, are you going to imprison me also ?" cried 
Anne. 

" Yes," replied Harley, abruptly ; and going to the door 
in question, he took down the key which hung by it, and 
opened it. Then approaching Anne, he whispered some- 
thing in her ear ; and without a word, she followed him in- 
to the inner cell. " Be not alarmed," I heard him say to 
her ; " your kind master will doubtless release yon the mo- 
ment be regains his own liberty;" and coming out, he 
locked the heavy iron doof, and returned the key to its 
place. " And now," he added, addressing the Count, 
^' your lordship will be so good as to take the place of your 
late prisoner. It is very unpleasant, I doubt not ; but no 
frowns, good my lord, for it miLst be so." 

The Count bit his lip ; and as he turned to enter the dun- 
geon, muttered something in a low tone. 

" By-the-by," said Harley, tapping him on the shoulder, 
'^ I suppose that other door, yonder, opens into the secret 
passage under ground, by which you sometimes enter and 
leave this very agreeable abode ?" 

" Well ?" said D'Estang, turning upon him quickly, his 
black eyes glet^ing with suppressed rage. 

" Oh, that is all," returned Harley, coolly. " K I had 
time, I should like to explore it, but shall put off that plea- 
sure for the present. Be a little cautious, Monsietr le 
Capitaine, or I may take the liberty to return with a few 
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individuals who will be even more curious in looking over 
your Ville than I have been," 

" But I thought," said the Count, turning pale, " that 
there was a certain agreement between us, that — " 

" Oh, never fear, sir, but I will keep my word," inter- 
rupted Harley. '^ I am only giving you a little caution, 
lest jrou should break yours. Remember, you are not to 
seek to molest us ;*' and Harley fixed his eyes upon D'Es- 
tang with an expression that said more than his language. 
'^ That will do," he continued : ^' we understand each other, 
I think. Be kind enough to step in there now — ^for time 
passes, and we would be on the road without more delay." 

Having secured the Count as it were in his own trap, 
locked both doors, and returned the key to its place, Har* 
ley approached St. Auburn, and said : ^ 

*' Now, sir, as I am about to set you free, which is more 
than you deserve, and a^s it is very uncertain what may 
happen after you regain your liberty, I wish you to state 
who are the parents of Viola — where they can be found, if 
living — how she came to be brought up as your daughter^ 
in short, say all you know concerning her, as also when and 
where I can have the proofs to which you have alluded." 

"The story is long," replied St. Auburn, with some 
hesitation ; " but I think I can satisfy you in a few words ;" 
and drawing my friend aside, the two conversed together 
for a few minutes in a low tone. 

My curiosity was excited to learn the secret also ; but 
perceiving it was not intended for my car as yet, I ap- 
proached Viola, whom I found in tears. 

" Oh ! Mr. Walton, this mystery makes me very un- 
happy," she said. 

I was saying what I could to console her, when Harley 
rejoined us. His countenance was bright and animated^ 
and I knew by this he had heard good news* 
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Pardon zne, mj friends," he said, taking each of us by 
the hand, ^^ that I do not now make jou my confidants. For 
a certain time I have promised secrecy in regard to what 
I have just heard; but should it prove true, I am the hap- 
piest of mortals. Cheer up, dear Viola ! all, I trust, will 
yet be well ; but whether true or false, my dear Viola, I 
can never be unhappy while we are together. Come, let 
T18 leave this place at once, ere any thing occurs to pre- 
vent." 

And he forthwith led Viola up the stairs, St. Auburn and 
I following 



CHAPTER XVm. 

THB ESCAPB. 

i 

On reaching the second story of the tower, Harlej soia 
if I would see to having the horses got ready, he would 
remain with Viola till my return. I first examined my 
weapons, and then went out across the drawbridge, he 
locking the door after me. In passing through the mansion, 
I met Pierre, and another servant, whom, from his livery, 
I supposed to be the Count's valet de chambre. 

*' I wish four of his lordship's best horses saddled for 
the road immediately, one for a lady to ride," I said, in a 
positive tone. " Gome, why do you hesitate ?*' I continued, 
as both looked at me with an air of surprise. 

'* It is usual for my lord to give his own orders," re- 
plied the valet. 

^* And so he does now," I rejoined, handing him the note 
written by the Count. 

He read it carefully through a couple of times, turned 
it over, examined every part, as if looking for soipe pri- 
vate mark, and then said : 

" This appears to be correct — ^but — " 

" Is it usual for you to hesitate, in this manner, to obey 
a command of his lordship ?" interrupted I, sternly. " If 
so, perhaps I had better let his lordship know it ;" and I 
turned as if to go back to him. 

" Stay r* returned the valet, quickly, evidently convinced 
by my manner that all was right. ^' Stay ! the horses 
shall be got ready instantly : do not report me to his lord- 
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ship, — I will hasten to give the, groom orders ;" and turn- 
ing on his heel, he quickly disappeared. 

"I will return to the bridge — let me know when the 
horses are ready/' I said to Pierre ; and I immediately sta- 
tioned myself at the place mentioned, to prevent any one 
approaching the tower. 

In about a quarter of an hour I heard the trampling of 
horses; and a few moments after the valet himself ap- 
peared to announce that the animals were ready. 

As 1 turned to cross the bridge, he added: 

" I will accompany you to my lord." 

'^ No," said I, ^' he will see no one at present — he is in a 
private apartment." 

" Ah ! very well — then I will not intrude upon him. 
You may mention, if you see him, that the gentleman be 
expects, will be here to dinner." 

^' If I see him again, I will," I replied ; and the valet 
went away, apparently satisfied. 

Harley, who had watched my approach from the window,' 
met me at the door. 

" Well," he said, hurriedly and anxiously, " is all right ?" 

" So I think," I replied. 

" The horses ?" 

" Are waiting their riders. But, my friend," I added, 
seriously, " I think there is no time to lose. I do not 
know that the servants are suspicious; but I do think that 
the sooner we get away the better." 

*' Ah I yes ! yes ! Here" he added in a whisper, nodding 
toward St. Auburn, "remain by the door here, and keep an 
eye on him. Viola is above — I will call her. All is ready. 
I have secured our most valuable jewelry about me — the 
boxes and the rest we will leave where they are." 

Saying this, Harley quitted the chamber, and after an 
»^«*Ance of two or three minutes, returned with Viola, ^ribo 
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had donned her bonnet, and a riding-habit which she 
chanced to have in one of her trunks. The latter, toge- 
ther with most of their contents, in reality quite valuable, 
she was forced to leave — but we thought not of such trifles 
at a moment when our very safety depended on a chain of 
fortunate events. When we were all ready to leave the 
tower — 

" Now," said Harley, " we must appear to be in good 
spirits, lest the servants suspect something wrong. If they 
make any inquiries, leave me to answer them. Courage, 
dearest — courage ! You must not tremble so ! Drop your 
veil, and that will conceal your blanched cheeks and quiver- 
ing lips. Take Harry's arm. There ! are you ready ?" 

*^One moment," said Yiora, faintly, and a shudder 
passed through her frame. '' There," she added, imme- 
diately after, '^ my nerves are still again : I am ready 
now." 

As we left the tower, we paused a moment near the door, 
to give Harley an opportunity to lock it without being ob- 
served, for we were aware that several eyes were upon us. 
We entered the mansion, moved along the corridor, went 
down the stairs, and passed out of the hall, without other 
incident occurring than being met and escorted by Pierre 
and the valet. Harley seemed in glorious spirits — talk- 
ing, laughing, and joking all the way — ^and I imitated his 
nonchalance as much as lay in my power. He had not 
resumed his disguise ; and Pierre, I noticed, eyed him a 
little curiously ; but, fortunately for us, the porter was not 
too sharp-sighteJ, and the other servants now beheld him 
for the first time. 

We found four fine-spirited horses standing in front of 
the mansion, in charge of the groom, ready for mounting, 
and all the servants, even to the cook, gathered together, 
to 866 U8 depart. 
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" A beantifal day for a ride," observed my friend, care- 
lessly. ^' By-the-bye, I did not ask his lordship his hour 
of dining?" 

^^ It is three, sir, usually, when he has guests," replied 
the valet. ^ 

" Ah ! yes — a very good hour. Well, tell his lordship 
that that time will suit us as well as any other, as it is not 
probable we shall return before two." 

^^ Did his lordship send any message concerning the din- 
ner 7" inquired the valet. 

"No, none — ^please yourselves — we are not particular 
about the fare." 

" Could I not see him a moment ?" again inquired the 
valet. 

" No, you had better not disturb him for an hour or 
two ; he is in privacy, and has some weighty matters un* 
der consideration." 

The valet, who was a keen, shrewd fellow, did not, I 
fancied, appear altogether satisfied ; but he said nothing 
more, and I thought it best not to seem to notice him. 
Harley now assisted Viola to mount ; and then springing 
lightly upon the back of another animal, took his place 
beside her, and the two moved slowly down the avenue. 
St. Auburn and I also mounted, and followed at the same 
leisurely pace. 

After proceeding a short distance, I looked back, and 
saw the servants collected in a group ; they were evidently 
discussing the matter of his lordship not appearing to see 
us depart. So I thought, at least, and felt uneasy ; and 
the moment we were hidden from them by the shrubbery, 
I communicated my idea to Harley, and advised him to 
quicken his pace. He did so ; and in *a few minutes we 
reached the gate, through which we had that morning en- 
tered D'Estang Yille as peddlers. The porter eyed us a 
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little curiously, I thought; but opened the gate, without 
asking any questions ; and with an indescribable feeling of 
relief, we found ourselves once more upon the highway. 

For a quarter of a mile or more, or until a bend of the 
road shut-from us a view of D'Estang Ville, we rode along 
at a slow pace; and then putting our horses to a fast 
canter, we did not draw rein till we reached the inn of the 
village where Harley and I had passed the night. 

Tom came running out as we rode up, and appeared as 
delighted to see me as if we had been separated four 
months, instead of four hours. In fact, the poor fellow 
wept tears of joy — for he had been much concerned lest 
something serious had happened to me. 

We all dismounted, entered the inn, and had refresh- 
ments served to us in a private apartment. While eating, 
we held a sort of council of war, as to what courslB was 
best for us to pursue, to escape the revenge of the Count ; 
for notwithstanding his oath not to molest us, we felt al- 
most certain he would break it the moment it should be in 
his power to do so. 

" It is very necessary," said Harley, " for more reasons 
than one, that we return to Galveston immediately — the 
only question is, in what way it shall be done. Shall we 
cross the country over the route by which we came hither ? 
or shall we take a steamer down the Brazos, and so round 
by the Gulf?" 

" The latter, by all means," said St. Auburn, quickly. 
'^We might get safely through by land, and we might 
not." 

" Why, what do you apprehend ?" asked Harley. 
* I have reason to think that the country between here 
and Galveston is infested with a gang of desperadoes, at 
the head of which is this same wicked D'Estang." 

*' Oh! by all means, let us return by water !" said Viola* 
18 17 
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^^ Toar wish is law, dearest," rejoined Harlej, smiling : 
" by water let it be." 

This settled, Harlej, true to his promise, dispatched a 
messenger with *the key of the tower and a note to the 
porter, with another enclosed for the Count himself, in 
which he thanked his lordship for his kindness and hospi- 
tality, and intimated that he would find his horses at a 
certain landing, subject to his order. We then rode briskly 
down to the landing in question, Tom keeping ns company 
on foot. But here a sad disappointment awaited us. The 
only boat that was to go out that day, was disabled ; and 
we must perforce remain over night, or ride across the 
country. We dared not think of remaining in such close 
proximity to a man that we feared would scruple not to 
employ the vilest means to revenge himself upon us — and 
that his power was great to employ such means, we bad 
good reason for believing. 

*^ How unfortunate," said Harley, ''that I have sent to 
release the Count ! for we might have kept him in durance 
till we reached a place of safety. But it cannot be helped 
now, and we must act while we have the power." 

"How unfortunate indeed!" exclaimed Viola; "for 
somehow I have a presentiment ihat we shall meet with 
trouble." 

" And I," said St. Auburn, gloomily. 

"Fear not, dearest — but rely on us to protect you," 
said Harley, in reply to Viola. " We are four, counting 
Tom, and we are all well armed." 

"But not invulnerable," rejoined Viola — "and oh! 
Morton, if anything should happen to you !" 

" Do not be apprehensive, dearest — but put your trust 
in a higher Power — that Power which has aided us so far 
in all our difficulties. And now, Harry," he added, turn* 
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ing to me, " we must have a horse for Tom, and the sooner 
ve are on the road the better." 

"We succeeded, after a little delay, in purchasing a swift- 
footed animal ; and crossing the Brazos, ,we took th« most 
direct route for Galveston, and dashed away at such speed 
as we thought our horses would bear without giving out. 

I shall not weary the reader with a detail of our pro- 
gress on that memorable day. Suffice it to say, that when 
the sun went down, not much more than half of our 
journey had been accomplished, and already our animals 
were beginning to show signs of fatigue, and we ourselves 
felt much in need of refreshment and rest. From where 
we now were, to the nearest village, was about six miles ; 
and our road, none of the best, lay through a dense, dark 
wood, which was only broken in one or two places by a 
small clearing around the log-cabin of some late settler in 
this region. As if to increase the gloominess of our 
journey, a black, heavy cloud began to loom up in tho 
west, from which issued flashes of lightning, followed by 
the rumbling sound of distant thunder, warning us that a 
shower was approaching, an event that was anything but 
agreeable in our situation. ' ^ 

" Come," said Harley, " unless we quicken our present 
speed, this storm will surely overtake us before we reach 
the village, the only place where I should like to trust my- 
self to pass the night in this part of the country." 

"Yes! yes!" returned St. Auburn, anxiously; "and I 
would we were far beyond that — ^for, from all I know and 
have heard, there are some desperate characters in this 
vicinity." 

We accordingly spurred on our jaded horses, St. Auburn 
and I riding in advance, Harley and Viola coming next, 
and Tom bringing up the rear. We had advanced perhaps 
a mile furtner. when we found ourselves about central way 
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of a long strip of dense wood, and, save when relieved by 
the flashes of the storm behind us, in a darkness impene- 
trable to the eye. We could see nothing, in fact, except 
when it lightened ; and then the bright flash so blinded us, 
that, for a short time after, the darkness appeared doubled* 
Nothing was said, for each was occupied with thoughts of 
our situation, and felt too deeply anxious for the result to 
give voice to them. Save that we were mounted, traveling 
over a known road, and had the evanescent light of the 
approaching storm to guide us, I felt our situation to be in 
every respect as gloomy as on the night when we sought 
the wayside inn. 

" And perhaps," I thought to myself, "the peril is even 
greater; for our late proceedings must of course have 
made us a poiwerful enemy in the person of Count D'Es- 
^ang, who is, if released, at this very moment doubtless 
pursuing us ; and we now have one to protect, who can, in 
the event of an assault, render us no assistance whatever." 

"While such thoughts as these were yet passing through 
my mind, I was startled by hearing a monotonous, deadened 
sound behind us. I made no remark, but turned my head 
aside, and inclined it in a listening attitude. At this 
moment a bright flash lit up the wood, and revealed my 
position to Harley, who was riding near with Viola, and 
who instantly called out, in an anxious tone : 

" What is it, Harry ? what is it ?" 

I just caught a glimpse of his features, and saw that 
they were deadly pale. 

" Perhaps it is nothing — but I thought — " 

" Hark !" interrupted St. Auburn, reining in his horse. 

We all came to a halt and listened. 

The sound, whatever it was, drew nearer; and as it 
became more audible, I fancied I could distinguish tho 
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patter of horses* feet. We waited breathlessly another 
ZDinute, and all doubts were removed. 

" We are pursued, I fear,** said Harley, in a low, detei - 
mined tone. " The sound draws nearer every moment — it 
is made by several horses. Let us ride into the wood here* 
and remain quiet — they may pass us. Courage ! dearest — 
courage ! we will protect you.*' 

Viola replied in a tone too low for me to distinguish what 
she said, and at the same moment we all beheld each other 
by another flash of lightning. Harley, taking advantage 
of the light, pointed to the wood to the right, and 
exclaimed : 

" This way — quick !*' and the next moment I heard the 
Bound of his horse*s feet in that direction, and a rustling 
among the bushes. 

We all instantly followed him, as best we could ; and 
riding back a few rods from the road, we again came to a halt. 
The distant, rumbling sound, as first heard, had by this 
time become an unmistakable clatter of horses' hoofs, 
urged over the ground at no ordinary speed. They were 
now evidently at no great distance, and I at least was con- 
gratulating myself, that, if in pursuit of us, they would be 
likely to pass us in the darkness, and so give us time for 
further preparation, even if they found us at all, when the 
sounds began to grow less audible, and gradually to die away, 
till at last nothing but the sighing of the breeze among the 
trees, and the now loud and increasing thunder, broke the 
stillness of the forest. 

'^ What can be the meaning of this ?*' said Harley, in a 
low tone. 

" Perhaps there is another road, which we have passed 
in the darkness, and they have taken !*' I suggested. 

'*lLoa are right — there is another road — ^I remember it 
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now," rejoined St. Auburn ; *" and this convinces me that 
they are D*Estang*s men." 

** But why did they take that road, think you?" inquired 
Ilarley. 

*' It is a ne<arer way, I am told, across the country," 
replied the other ; " and knowing that I am with you, they 
may have thought that we have taken it — or again, belicv- ^ 
ing us to be further advanced on our journey, they may 
have done so with a view to heading us, or overtaking us 
sooner." 

*' And does the road you speak of come into this, between 
here and the village ?" 

" I think not, nor for several miles beyond." 

"Then we will resume our journey," said Harley, "and 
hasten forward to this village, where we will, Heaven 
willing, spend the niglit." 

We accordingly picked our way back to the road, and, 
urged forward by our fears and the approaching storm, set 
off with what speed we could. The cloud in the west had 
by this time loomed half way to the zenith, the lightning 
had become more frequent and vivid, and the thuuder now 
rolled heavily over our heads, occasionally with that crash- 
ing sound which tells that the fiery bolt has passed from 
heaven to ^arth, and rent some object at no great distance. 

"Oh! what a gloomy journey !" said Viola; "and we 
shall soon be at the mercy of this storm, I fear." 

" It will overtake us, I think," replied Harley ; " but we 
can ride no faster, without endangering our safety. Cou- 
rage ! dearest — courage ! I am wiiih you, and we will brave 
the storm together. Or perhaps," I heard him add a 
moment after, " we can find some shelter on the way till 
the storm is past." 

*'No, no, Morton— do not let us trust ourselves among 
any of the setti 3rs here — ^for I fear them more than the 
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Storm. Oh ! I have such a foreboding of evil — ^praj 
Heaven avert it !** 

" Nerve yourself, dearest — ^glve not way to your fears, 
and all may yet be well." 

He said something more, which I did not overhear, and 
Viula apparently became quieted. 

We rode on at a brisk trot, and had advanced a mile or 
two further, when the rain began to fall in large drops, and 
we could hear the roar of the storm sweeping up the forest 
behind us. At this moment, by the light of another vivid 
flash, I saw, or fancied I saw, the figure of a man standing 
beside the road, partly concealed by some bushes, not hnlf- 
a-dozen paces distant. St. Auburn apparently beheld the 
same object — for he reigned his horse up to mine, laid his 
hand upon my arm, and was in ilie act of saying something, 
when I felt my bridle-rein rudely seized, a pistol flashed 
before me, and a ball, passing through my hat, sliglitlj 
grazed the brown of mj head. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



THB ATTACK. 



Instantlt all was confusion. I heard Yiola Bcream, 
Harley shout, and voices all around me^ many of them 
strange to my ears. I knew we were attacked by numbers, 
and that our only chance of escape lay in immediate 
and desperate action. Quick as thought, I drew my 
revolver, and bending over my horse's neck, I reached for- 
ward, till I felt it touch some object, and fired. A groan 
and an oath succeeded, the grasp upon my bridle-rein 
was released, and I once more had my steed at my own 
command. 

I now heard Viola shriek for help in tones of despair, 
and at the same moment a flash of lightning showed me 
thb positon of each party. Viola, in the grasp of two men, 
with masks on their faces, was in the act of being dragged 
from her horse; Tom, a little way behind, was dis- 
mounted, and had one of the assailants by the throat — but 
I felt confident, if unmolested by others, he would not 
come out second best ; Harley, seated on his horse, had a 
revolver pointed at the breast of another mask, who 
seemed in the act of striking him with a long knife ; and 
St. Auburn, a little in advance of me, was contending 
with a couple of assailants, with what chance of success I 
could not tell. It was a startling, awful picture, which 
Vras only seen for a moment, and was succeeded by impe- 
netrable darkness, by reports of pistols, by groans, shrieks, 
(204) 
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Bhouts, and horrid oaths, and by a crash of thander that 
made the earth tremble under us. 

My first care was for Viola — for she, poor girl ! I felt 
most needed assistance; and instantly leaping from my 
horse, I hastened to the spot where I had seen her — for 
now I could see nothing. I ran against some object, and, 
putting out my hand, felt it to be a man. 

" Who are you?" he cried. 

These words, perhaps, were his last ; for I knew by the 
voice he was none of our party ; and pushing my revolver 
against his breast, I fired again. There was a deep groan, 
and I heard him fall. By the dim light of the discharge^ 
I caught a glimpse of Viola, now close to me, on her feet, 
straggling in the grasp of another ruffian, who was doubt- 
less endeavoring to drag her to one side of the road and 
into the bushes. She called loudly on my name and Har- 
ley's for assistance. I threw the hand which held the 
revolver around her slender form, and as the weapon came, 
in contact with some other object, I again pulled the 
trigger. 

There was a yell of pain, and the next moment I felt 
her released, and reclining heavily against my breast. I 
thought it likely she had fainted, but could not tell. 
Another vivid flash now lighted for an instant the scene 
of strife, and by it I saw Harley still seated on his horse, 
pale and bloody, and looking wildly around him. He was 
only a few paces distant; and lifting Viola from the 
ground, I ran to him. 

" Morton !" I cried, — " Morton ! are you safe?" 

" God be praised !" he ejaculated — " it is the voice of 
Harry. But Viola?" 

" Here ! here ! quick ! take her ! — and ride ! away I 
away !" and while speaking, I lifted her senseless form 
upon the horse and into his arms. 
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*'My poor Viola! Heavens! she is not dead, 

Harry ?" 

'* No, only fainted," 1 said at random — for in truth I 
.knew not but that the ruflSans had killed her. "Away! 
away ! escape while you have an opportunity." 

" But vou— " 

" Away !" I interrupted, with a shout of frenzy : " mind 
me not ! away !" and I struck the horse a heavy blow with 
my weapon. 

The animal leaped forward, and was gone — for I could 
hear the sound of his hoofs growing distant in the dark- 
ness* All I have mentioned had been the work of a few 
moments; but the storm was now roaring and howling 
around us, and the rain was falling in torrents. With a 
silent prayer for the safety of my friend and Viola, I 
turned to grope my wayito the assistance of Tom, when I 
felt a rough grasp upon%y shoulder, and a sharp pain ia 
my right thigh, while a hoarse voice sounded in my ear : 

" Take that, you villain ! and that !" and I felt myself 
wounded in the arm, and the warm blood trickling down 
my leg. 

I sprang backward, and my heel striking something in 
the road, I fell ; and my opponent, still keeping his bold 
upon me, was brought down with me. In the fall I lost 
my revolver ; and as my adversary did not immediately 
stab me again, I conjectured he had also dropped his knife. 
This gave me a gleam of hope ; and grasping him by the 
throat, I exerted all my remaining strength to turn him, 
and get him under. But I labored in vain ; for he was a 
powerful man, and being already fairly upon me, he had 
by position much the advantage. I now bethought me of 
my own knife ; and letting go my grasp upon him, I en- 
deavored to thrust my hand under my waistcoat and draw 
it forth ; but the moment I released his throat, he clutched 



THE ATTACK. 207 



mine with both hands, and, bearing down with all his weight, 
choked me till my eyes appeared to be starting fioni their 
sockets. I now felt myself to be in the agonies of death; 
and with my strength fast going from me, I said a mental 
prayer, '* God have mercy on my soul !" and gave myself 
up for lost. At this critical instant, I thought I saw some- 
thing like a flash, and heard something like a crash of 
thunder ; but my senses were so confused and wandering, 
that I was certain of nothing save that I was in a dying 
condition. I think from this point of time I must have 
lost consciousness for a few moments ; for the next thing 
I remember, my head was being raised from the wet clay, 
and I heard a familiar voice crying : 

*' Oh ! Massa Hal, is ye dead ? Oh ! Mnssa Hal, is ye 
dead ? Oh ! oh ! oh ! my poor Massa Hal ?" 

" Is it you, Tom V* I saiil, faintly. 

*' Oh, bress God ! you 'libe ! Oh, tank God ! my poor 
killed massa 'libe !" cried the poor fellow, with a choking 
Bob of grief and joy ; and lifting me from the earth, as if 
I were a child, he bore mo quickly into the wood, and sat 
me carefully down about a hundred yards from the road, 
adding, in a low, excited tone : *' Speak 'gin, Massa Hal- 
quick — dat dis child know you 'libe !" 

"Yes, Tom," I said, "I am still alive, thank God! 
But I feel strangely, and very weak and fjiint." 

** Oh ! my poor massa, mebby you die 'gin now, in all 
dis rain !" sobbed thd noble fellow ; and almost tearing off 
his coat, he threw it around my shoulders, as the only pro- 
tection he could give me against the beating storm, which 
was now raging at its height. 

For a few minutes I sat and pondered ; while Tom, on 
his knees by my side, sobbed aloud his grief; for he was 
now under the impression that I would die, and he knew 
is inability to do anything for me. At first my mind was 
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80 confused and bewildered, that I could recall nothing dis- 
tinctly. I knew that we had been assailed, and that there 
had been some kind of a skirmish — ^but all the particular 
incidents of that skirmish I had forgotten. Gradually, 
one by one, they came to me ; and I remembered, with 
tears of joy, how I had rescued Viola, and placed her ia 
the arms of my friend, and how they had ridden away ; 
and if ever in my life I uttered a sincere prayer, it was 
that they might be permitted to escape unharmed. 

^' Tom !" I said, at length, and the poor fellow uttered 
a cry of joy. 

'^ Dat like you'seff, Massa Hal," he said: " You no die 
dis time, I tink, brcss Heaven !" 

" No, my worthy fellow, I feel my strength returning, 
and I must thank you for my life ;" and I grasped his 
honest hand, while he wept anew for joy. "But tell me, 
Tom, how did you come out in the afiray ? and how hapr 
pened it that you so timely rescued me from an awful fate V* 

" I can*t tell much trait trufh, case I don't much know 
how urn was," replied Tom. "Some rascal grab me, and 
I git from my boss and grab him ; and den I git out my 
r'olver, and do just Massa Harley tole me ; and bang it 
go, and away he go, hollering. ^Den I look all around, but 
Bee not'ing, case urn so dark. Bym-by um lighten ; and 
den I tink I seed you, wid Missee Veeler, and I gwine to 
go to you ; and den I seed nothing 'gin, till bym-by um 
lighten *gin ; and den I tink I seed you on de ground, and 
big villain top ; den I run up and feel in dark, and git hold 
on him, and put r'olver 'gin he head, and pull de little ting 
'gin, and he let go ; and den I git you up, and you 
speak, and I take you here, and dat all I know 'bout um, 
massa." 

" You saved my life, Tom, and I am not one to forget 
it," I rejoined. "But now what is to be done? It is not 
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prudent to return to the scene of strife for our horses, and 
so we must try and reach the village on foot." 

'^I tink so, massa — bu-bu-but can you go Toot you'seflF?" 

" I will try, with your assistance, Tom." 

I did try, but at fir;3t found myself too weak to succeed. 
I had been wounded in the arm and thigh ; and though 
only flesh wounds, the blood was still flowing freely. I sat 
down again, and ripping up the leg of my trowsers, and 
the sleeve of my coat, succeeded, with the aid of Tom, in 
putting a bandage round each, which in a great measure 
stanched the blood ; but it was at least an hour before I 
found myself able to walk, even by leaning on Tom for 
support. 

The storm meantime had raged with unabated fury. The 
wind blew a hurricane, bending the largest trees like withes 
— in some cases uprooting them, or twisting them from their 
trunks — while the rain fell in torrents, the lightning came 
like broad sheets of fire, that left a sulphurous smell and 
a sense of burning, and the thunder crashed and roared 
with a deafening effect. At last the storm began to abate, 
or at least to pass onward ; and leaning on Tom for sup- 
port, I set 00" slowly for the village, now about three miles 
distant. 

We entered the road some quarter of a mile beyond the 
placo of skirmish, but found it in a wretched condition. 
The ground was low and level, and the soil a moist clay, 
which the late rain had converted into a substance more 
resembling paste than any thing else I can liken it to; and 
as the foot went down with ease, in many places . about 
knee deep, and came up with much labor, the reader can 
form some idea of the length those three miles appeared 
to me, in my weak, wounded, fatigued, and excited state. 

We had progressed about half a mile, when we heard 
horses approaching us from the direction of the village. 

18 
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Not knowing whether they were friends or enemies, we 
turned aside into the wood till they had passed, and then 
resumed our journey. So slowly did we travel, that it 
was a good hour and a half, after first reaching the road, 
ere we came in sight of the lights of the village. We 
were now startled again hy hearing a body of horsemen be- 
hind us. We drew aside, and they passed us, talking ear- 
nestly, but in tones so low that I could not overhear what 
was said. 

Half-an-hour later, completely worn out, I dragged my- 
self up to the door of a very genteel looking inn of the vil- 
lage in question. There appeared to be something unusual 
going on within ; for the bar-room was crowded, several 
horses stood hitched around the door, and I could see per- 
sons standing in groups, and all talking earnestly. 

The moment we entered, all eyes were turned upon us, 
and some voice exclaimed : 

" Here they are now ;" and then a genteel-looking young 
man, in a kind of military undress, approached me, and 
said: 

"Do I address Mr. Henry Walton ?" 

« That is my name, sir," I replied. 

" Quick, some one," he said, turning to the others— 
"hasten and inform the young gentleman, Mr. Harley, 
that his friend has arrived." 

" Harley ?" cried I : " then he is safe ?" 

"Yes." 

"And Viola?" 

" If you mean the young lady who is with him, she is 
also safe." 

" Thank God I^thank God !" I ejaculated, sinking upon 
a chair; for I was nearly overcome with fatigue, loss of 
blood, and emotions of joy. 

" They are now with another of your party, who has 
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just been brought in, badly wounded/' continued the young 
officer, for such he really was. 

« Ah ! St. Auburn !" I said. 

"Tes, I think that is the name." 

^^ Is he dangerously wounded ?" I inquired, with a de- 
gree of interest the reader will readily understand. 

** Mortally, it is thought," replied my informant : " in 
fact, we picked him up for dead — but he still lives." 

^* It was your party, perhaps, then, that met and passed 
me on the road ?" 

*' We have been only a short time returned from the 
spot where you were assailed by the robbers," answered 
the other. 

I now heard the voice of Harley, fairly shouting: 

^* Where is he ? where is he ?" and the next moment, as 
the croAvd near me gave way, he came bounding through, 
and throwing his arms around my neck, sobbed forth : " God 
be praised ! God be praised ! But you are pale and bloody !" 
he cried, starting back. '' Heavens ! you are wounded ! you 
are ill besides ! Quick, here, some brandy ! and call the 
Burgeon, somebody !" 

" Do not be alarmed, Morton,'* I said: "my wounds are 
mere scratches. If these kind friends will stand back a 
little, and give me air, I shall do very well." 

" But how did you get here, Harry 7 We could not find 
you, nor Tom, and thought the ruffians had dragged you 
Hway, and murdered you. Oh, Heaven ! what were my 
feelings then ! But, God be praised ! you are here now, 
and I have you once more ;" and again throwing his arms 
around my neck, he wept tears of joy. 

But not to prolong my story with unnecessary detail, I 
will state in a few words all that is of any importance to 
the reader. Harley had succeeded in reacliing the village 
with Viola, who on the way had recovered her senses, to 
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find herself in the arms of him she loved. In the afTraj, 
he had received a cut across the forehead, which accounted 
for his face being bloody at the moment I beheld it by the 
lightning ; but as the wound was not serious, he had no 
sooner deposited Viola in safety at the inn, than he told 
his story, and asked assistance to go to the rescue of his 
friends. A recruiting officer, who chanced to be passing 
the night at the village, with a small party of his men, gal- 
lantly volunteered his services; and, with some ten or fif- 
teen recruits, repaired to the scene of the attack, Harley 
acting as guide. They carried with them a couple of 
torches, which, on reaching the place of strife, they lighted, 
and made a careful search for the dead and wounded — ex- 
pecting, as Harley told me, with tears in his eyes, to find 
Tom and myself among the number. But save the body 
of St. Auburn, they found very little indication of the san- 
guinary fight which had so recently taken place there. 
The desperadoes were all gone, and the storm had oblite- 
rated nearly all traces of their ever having been there. 
St. Auburn was discovered lying with his face to the 
ground, and was picked up in a senseless condition, with 
two deep wounds in his breast, and several cuts and stabs 
on other parts of his person. It was supposed at the time 
that he was dead ; but on their way back to the village, he 
had exhibited signs of life ; and on reaching the inn, he 
had been laid upon a bed, and a physician summoned to 
dress his wounds. The latter was now with him ; but had 
given it as his opinion, that the wounds were mortal, and 
that the probability was he would not survive the night. 
As yet he had not spoken ; but at the moment of my arri- 
val, there were slight indications of returning conscious- 
ness ; and Harley was in hopes he might, ere the fatal mo- 
ment, be able to glean some further important knowledge 
concerning Viola. 



THE ATTACK. 213 



it 



Such was the substance of what my friend communicated 
to me, as I rested myself for a few minutes in the bar 
room, and drank off some kind of a cordial which the land 
lord meantime prepared for me. 

" Do you think we were attacked by D'Estang's men ?" 
I inquired, in a low tone, when Harley had finished his 
St jry, and I had given him some particulars of my own 
providential escape. 

I do," he replied, compressing his lips and frowning. 
Then let us make this country too hot to hold him, the 
perjured villain !" returned L 

" Not now, Harry — not now — ^you forget I have Viola 
to protect ! I must first get her out of a country where 
she is not safe an hour ; and then — ^But further is an after 
consideration. Come, let me conduct you to a private 
apartment, and have your wounds dressed at once." 

" No," returned I, "since drinking this cordial I feel 
much revived, and I am anxious to see St. Anburn (^*e 
all is over." 

" Well, at least you shall change your wet garments for 
dry ones," rejoined Harley. 

" I did so, the landlord supplying me with the necessary 
articles. Meantime, Harley repaired to the apartment of 
the wounded man ; but ere I was ready to do so, he burst 
into the room where I was, exclaiming : 

" Quick ! Harry — hasten ! there are strong signs of re- 
turning consciousness, which th« doctor thinks will precede 
speedy dissolution, and I would have you present, in case 
he makes any further revelation concerning Viola." 

I hurried on my clothes, and accompanied my friend to 
the chamber of the dying St. Auburn. 
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I FOUND him Stretched upon a bed, breathing heavily, 
and slightly moving his head from side to side. * His face 
was pale and ghastly, and he was much sunken about the 
ejes, cheeks, and mouth. On one side stood the surgeon, 
with his hand upon his pulse ; and on the opposite side 
stood Viola, seeping. There were several other persons in 
the room, and among them a minister of the Gospel, who 
had called in to see the sufferer, and perchance to speak 
words of holy hope in his lust moments. On seeing me, 
Viola at once came forward, and taking my hand, said, 
earnestly, with tearful eyes : 

" God bless you, Mr. Walton ! I owo my life to yon, 
and more. This is a sad sceno; for though I have been 
wrongly dealt with by him who now lies dying, yet I can- 
not forget I have ever called him father; and from my 
heart I forgive him — may Heaven do likewise." 

It was indeed a sad scene, and all present were more or 
less aifected. For some minutes St. Auburn remained as 
I have described him ; «nd then opening his eyes, and 
looking around, said, in a feeble tone: 

" Water — give me water." 

These were the first intelligible sounds that had issued 
from his lips since being brought hither. The doctor took 
a glass of water, poured in a few drops of mixture from a 
vial, and gave him to drink. This seemed to revive him in 
a wonderful degree; and partly raiaing himself on 
(214) 
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elbow, and looking curiously around, he again spoke, in a 
stronger tone than before : 

" Where am I ? Ah ! my breast — my head — ^let me 
think! Viola, my child, is that you? Ah! I seem to 
remember now : I was riding — we were trying to escape, 
and we were attacked. Yes, yes ; and they were too much 
for us — for tne at least — I think so — were they not ?*' 

*' You were badly wounded, father," said Viola, taking his 
hand. 

" Father !" he repeated — " father ! No, no — ^you must 
not call me father — ^I do not deserve the title. Oh, Viola, 
how deeply have I wronged you !" 

" But I forgive you, father — for father I must still call 
you — and oh ! pray Heaven to forgive you also !*' 

" I cannot pray — I never prayed in my life," he rejoined, 
with a look of anguish I shall never forget ; " and if I did, 
God would not accept my petition at the last moment." 

" It is never too late to repent in this life," interposed 
the divine, in a mild tone, approaching the bed. ^' Remem- 
ber the thief on the cross !" 

^^And who are you that speak these words of consola- 
tion?" inquired St. Auburn, with a brightening of the 
countenance, as he fixed his eyes upon the minister. 

'* I profess to be an humble follower of Him who said 
to the thief, ^ This day shalt thou be with me in Paradise," 
was the reply. 

St. Auburn extended him arhand, and then fell back on 
his pillow, apparently exhausted. He closed his eyes, and 
seemed to be pondering upon what he had just heard. 
Suddenly he looked up and said : 

" Am I dying ?" 

<<We fear you have not long to live," replied the 
Burgeon. 

''Are yon a physician 7" inquired the sufferer. 
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"lam." 

" Then I ask you to tell me, honestly, whether there is, 
or is not, a chance for me to recover ?" 

" You cannot recover." 

A painful expression swept over St. Auhurn's counte- 
nance, and he uttered a deep groan. 

" Tell me," he continued, " and use no deception — how 
long can I survive ?" 

" The chances are that you will never belold the light of 
another sun." 

" I am justly punished," rejoined the sufferer. And 
then, after another pause, he pursued, addressing the 
divine : " Is it not the first duty of a repentant man to 
right those he has wronged ?" 

" If you have wronged any one, and can repair the wrong, 
it is certainly your first duty to do so," was the reply. 

" I have wronged many, sir, and it is beyond my power 
to right them ; but thye are those here present, who have 
had cause to curse mjr^xistence, that it may still be in mj 
power to serve, for which I will hope for their forgiveness ;" 
and his eyes now rested on Viola, and on Harley, who 
stood by her side. 

" I forgive you all — everything," said Viola, in a tremu- 
lous tone ; " and for my sake, if for nq other consideration, 
I feel assured Morton will also;" and she appealed to him 
with her eyes. 

"I do forgive you, Mr. St. Auburn," said Harley; 
" not alone for the sake of Viola, but because it is not in 
my nature to harbor malice against one who is doomed by 
the irrevocable decree of Fate to go hence to a speedy and 
final judgment." 

" Thank you ! thank you ! Oh ! you know not what a 
relief your generous words afford me ! But my time is 
short, and I must do you and Viola the little service that 
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lies in my power. The secret of her parentage, God 
willing, I will now disclose. Something I have told you, 
if my memory serves me right — but there is much more to 
be told. Bear witness all," he continued, solemnly, rolling 
his eyes slowly over the bystanders : '^ Bear witness nil 
of you> to the words of a dying man ! — This young lady 
(extending his hand to Viola, who* clasped it in both of 
hers) has ever been known as Viola St. Auburn, my daughter. 
But she is not akin to me, and has been most deeply wronged 
by me, as have her parents also, for which may Heaven for- 
give me ! Bear witness all, that in the presence of Almighty 
God, before whom I must shortly appear, to render up a strict 
account of all the deeds done in the body, I solemnly pro- 
nounce her to be the daughter of Don Juan Gomez Alverda, 
a Spanish gentleman now living in the city of Mexico !" 

'^Alverda !" exclaimed Viola, in her astonishment letting 
fall the hand of St. Auburn, and clasping her own together. 
"Alverda, say you? Don Juan Gomez Alverda? did I 
bear aright? am I indeed his daughter?*' 

" You are, Viola," replied the sufferer, " as I hope for 
mercy hereafter." 

" Oh ! this is so strange ! it bewilders me !" she rejoined. 

" Do you know him, Viola ?" inquired Harley. 

"Oh, well, Morton — well — as well indeed, if not better, 
than I know you. A kinder, nobler-hearted gentleman 
does not live ; and many and many a time have I heard 
him speak of the loss of his infant daughter, and wonder 
if she were living, while tears of grief rolled down his 
manly face. And to think that I, who have so often sat 
and sympathised with him, should prove to be that lost 
daughter ! Oh, it is so singular — so strange — that I can 
hardly believe it true !" 

*'It is indeed very strange," said Harley. 

" Bat it 18 as true as strange," pursued St. Auburn. "And 
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now, ere my voice fails me, listen, a!ld you shall learn the 
Becret of the mystery. 

" Some eighteen months after my marriage with the laJj 
concerning whom your father, Mr. Harley, and myself once 
had a quarrel, I spent the winter with my wife in New 
Orleans. I went there partly on business and partly on 
pleasure, expecting to remain but a few days, or a month at 
the farthest — ^but was detained there the whole season by 
the illness of my wife. During this period she gave birth 
to a daughter, who survived but a week. My wife being 
in a very weak, nervous condition, was so affected by the 
loss, that she became deranged, and continually called for 
her child, which she declared we had secreted for the pur- 
pose of taking its life. Nothing could be said to console 
her ; and the physician privately stated to me, that unless 
another infant, about the same size and age, could be sub- 
stituted, and she be brought to regard it as her own, he 
feared she would never recover her reason." 

Here St. Auburn paused, apparently exhausted, al- 
though he had spoken in a very low tone. The surgeon 
gave him to drink of the mixture again ; and after lying 
with his eyes shut, and breathing heavily for a few 
moments, he revived a little, made an effort, and resumed : 

" My friends, I must be brief, for I feel that my minutes 
are numbered. May God spare me to relate my story, 
and give me time to repent of my many sins ! For days 
I sought in vain for an infant suited to my purpose. At 
length one morning, on visiting one of the asylums, I 
learned that a child had just been brought there, whose 
parents, entire strangers in the city, were both lying at 
the point of death, from an attack of something resembling 
ship fever. I asked to see the child, and, on beholding it, 
was struck with its resemblance to my own. I subse- 
quently learned that its father Tfas a wealthy Spanish gen- 
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tlemnn, "Nvlio had jast arrived from the West Indies, 
"wliorc he had held an ofSco under the Spanish Government, 
and that this child^ and the one I had lost, were both born 
on the oame day. To possess myself of this child, and 
rear it as ray own, I was now determined, let the conse- 
quences be what they might. To effect this object, X 
thought over various plans, and at length adopted one, 
which was successfully carried out. I procured a stylish 
conveyance, and bribed two worthless fellows to dress in 
livery, drive to the asylum, represent themselves as Don 
Alverda*8 servants, and say that the parents of the child, 
being in a fair way of recovery, wished it to be taken away, 
and conveyed to a certain place, a few miles out of town, 
where special provision had been made for its reception. 
As I have said, my plan was successful. That night I re* 
ceived the child from the hands of my accomplices, to whom 
I readily paid a large sum, and advised them to leave the 
country, which they did. I took the little infant home, 
had my daughter's clothes put upon it, and presented 
it to my wife. For several days, however, no change for 
the better was perceptible, and I was beginning to despair 
of ever seeing her restored to reason, when, with a degree 
of joy which words cannot express, I saw her take notice 
of the child. A week from that time she had become per- 
fectly rational, and was fondling the pretty infant, thinking 
it her own. Poor Mary ! sweet, confiding, gentle Mary ! 
She never knew otherwise ; and died, believing that the 
child she had reared as her own, was of her own flesh and 
blood. That child, which we named Yinla, is the lady 
that now stands by the dying bed of him who so vilely 
wronged her and her parents." 

St. Auburn here uttered a deep gronn, and again became 
silent. All present seemed amazed at the disclosure, and 
Viola was deeply affected. For some momenta the heavy 



220 TIOLA. 

breathiDgs of the dying man alone broke the solemn still- 
ness of the chamber. Then Harlej ventured the question: 

" But the parents of Viola — made they no inquiry for 
her?" 

^' Yes," replied the sufferer, speaking with great diffi- 
culty ; *' on recovering from their sickness, and learning in 
what manner she had been taken away, they became nearly 
distracted ; and besides setting the police to work in every 
direction, her father offered an immense reward to any one 
who would give any information concerning her. The 
affair, too, got into the papers, and for a time created great 
excitement — no one being able to advance a satisfactory 
reason for her mysterious disappearance. If any one sus- 
pected me of a hand in the matter, they kept it to them- 
selves. I have sometimes thought that our attending 
physician did ; but he was a man who paid particular at- 
tention to his own business, and not a word ever passed his 
lips to me on the subject. I had but two confidants; and 
those were my cousin and his wife, at whose house we were 
staying. They never betrayed me — though it has ever 
been in their power to do so— for the clothes worn by 
Viola, when taken from the asylum, are still in their pos- 
session ; and are, in fact, the proofs to be brought forward 
to substantiate this, my dying confession." 

"This I believe to .be true, Morton," said Viola, in a 
low, tremulous, excited tone ; " for often have I heard Don 
Alverda tell how he once had a daughter just my own age, 
stolen from him in the manner related; while his good 
lady — my mother as I must now term her — sat by and 
listened, weeping bitter tears of grief for the lost one ; 
but oh ! little then did I think, or little did they dream, 
that 'I was that lost one — that they were pouring their 
griefs into a daughter's ear." 

" It is very strange !" remarked the surgeon: "a tale 
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BftToring more of the romance of the novelist than of 
reality." 

^^ Reality often exceeds in romance the inventions of the 
brain," I replied; ^^and I, with but little experience, 
speak from experience." 

'' Yes, is it not very singular," resumed St. Auburn, 
'' that the very man I had so deeply wronged, should after- 
ward become one of my most intimate friends 7 We be- 
came acquainted in the city of Mexico ; and for a long 
time the bare mention of his name made me tremble with 
guilt ; and when he first related to me the story of his 
bereavement, I was so affected that be called for help, 
thinking I had suddenly been taken ill. Had it not been 
for my lamented wife, whom I dearly loved, and whose 
happiness was paramount with me to every other consider- 
ation, I should then have told him the story, and restored 
him a long lost daughter. But this feeling of guilt and 
remorse gradually wore away; and when at last I con- 
signed to dust the earthly remains of my beloved Mary, 
and saw my fortune a wreck, and myself little better than 
an outcast, I suddenly became embittered against the 
world, and resolved to retrieve my fortune by the basest 
means — no less than the selling of this poor girl and her 
secret to a villain. But Heaven has punished mc, and, I 
acknowledge, justly punished me, for my baseness. Had 
I acted uprightly, I should not be here now, whatever 
other fate had been mine. ^^Sir," he said, turning to the 
minister, '^can a man be saved that dies without forgiving 
his enemies ?" 

" We are strictly commanded, in God's holy Word, to 
forgive our enemies," replied the divine, solemnly. 

" Then," rejoined St. Auburn, " I will try to forgive 
hitn — I will pray for aid from on high to forgive him." 

19 
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'* Such 18 the fruit of a true repentance," responded 
the clergyman. 

"Whom do you mean?" inquired Harlcy. 

^^ Our mutual foe, the Count." 

<^ Do you think it was his men that assailed us ?*' 

"1 do, Mr. Harley. But I will try and forgive him. 
There is none other against whom I hold any hard feel- 
ings. Ask your father, Morton, to forgive me, when I am 
gone f and oh ! Viola, if you ever loved me, on your knees 
crave pardon of your kind parents for the wrong I have 
done them. Gome nearer, Mr. Harley — give me your 
ear ;" and the dying man made a private communication, 
which I subsequently learned related to the recovery of the 
articles worn by Viola on leaving the asylum. " These," 
be said, aloud, ''may be of much importance to yeu." 

♦*I will follow your instructions," replied my friend; 
** and had you been permitted to go with us, I would have 
kept my word with you." 

'' I know you would, for you are honorable, noble, and 
generous; but I do not need it now, and it was wrong in 
me to ask it. And now," he added, after a pause, *'give 
me your hands." 

Harley and Viola complied with his request, each plac- 
ing a hand in one of his. He with an effort joined them. 

'' Suffer me to make one request more," he said. 

" Name it," returned Harley. 

'' That you will permit this gentleman (glancing at tho 
divine) to perform the sacred ceremony of marriage in my 
presence, tha't'I may tee you united ere I go." 

" It accords with my own desire — shall it be so, dear 
Viola?" said Harley, in a low tone. 

She drooped her head, and murmured something only 
caught by her lover's ear. 
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" Will you fulfill the request of Mr. St. Auburn ?" said 
Ilarley to the divine. 

The latter nodded assent ; and after a brief but appro* 
priate prayer, proceeded with the ceremony, which made 
them one by the most sacred of earthly ties. 

It was solemn, very, very solemn, and deeply impressive, 
to witness a wedding by a bed 6f death — ^to see the living 

00 strangely grouped around the dying — to behold that 
pair in the bloom of life, taking upon them those holj 
TOWS, in the presence of one whose spirit was about to 
wing its flight to the other world, as if to bear the' intelli- 
gence into the awful realm of eternity. It was solemn— 
sadly, mournfully solemn — ^and left an impression upon the 
minds of all present that time could never erase. 

When the last words of the ceremony had been said, a 
deep silence followed, broken only by the quick, heavy 
respirations of the sufferer. Then with an effort he ex* 
tended a hand to the newly wedded pair, and said, in a 
voice husky with conflicting emotions : 

'* May you live long and be happy ! I somehow feel that 
you have forgiven me, and I can die more contentedly. 
Go, now, my friends — go all — I would be alone with this 
man of God. Farewell !" 

Morton and Viola each took his hand, gave it a farewell 
pressure, and retired in silence, deeply affected with the 
parting scene. I followed the example, and a minute later 
the room was cleared of all save the sufferer and the 
divine. 

The surgeon now attended to dressing my wounds ; and 
being greatly fatigued by my recent exertions and excite- 
ment, and weak from loss of blood, I retired for the night. 

1 soon fell into a calm, refreshing sleep j^nd when I awoke, 
tue cluudlesss sun of another day was^beaming into my 
chamber. The dark night of strifci ^■ffoodi and storm, 
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was past, and all nature was smiling as sweetly as if such 
things had never been. 

I arose with some diflScultj, for I was far from feeling 
well and strong ; but my wounds proving rather painful, I 
returned into bed. In a few minutes Harley entered my 
apartment, looking pale and serious. 

*' Well, what of St. Auburn ?'* was my first question. 

" He is at rest,'* he replied, solemnly. " A little before 
day-light his spirit took leave of its mortal tenement, and 
is now with its Maker. He died calmly ; and the reverend 
gentleman, who was with him in his last moments, was led 
to believe that he had made his peace with God." 

"And Viola?" I inquired, after a pause. 

^^ She is as well as can be expected after such a night of 
excitement, fatigue, and alarm. But you, Harry — how do 
you find yourself this morning?" 

"Not so well as I had hoped." 

" Ah ! I am sorry to hear it. Do you feel ill ?" 

" I feel bruised and lame, and am in some pain. Bat 
give yourself no alarm, Morton — it is nothing very seri- 
ous. If my wounds were dressed again, I think I should 
be able to be about." 

" I will send the surgeon to you at once." 

Harley went out, and in a few minutes the doctor made 
Ills appearance. An hour later I found myself able to get 
down stairs, though advised by the physician to keep my- 
self quiet for a day or two at least. As I had anticipated, 
the events of the iiight had caused quite a commotion in 
the village, and the inn was thronged all day with visi- 
tors. Every thing, however, passed off without further 
disturbance ; and the day following we consigned to earth 
the mortal remains of Henry St. Auburn — ^his body being 
accompanied to its last resting place by a large number of 
citizens. 
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Early on the third morning we set out for Galveston, 
travelling sloir, by a four-wheeled conveyance. We reached 
oi^r destination before nightfall, without the occurrence of 
any incident worthy of note. 

It was the intention of my friend to proceed at once to 
New Orleans with his bride, and have me accompany them ; 
but not having fully recovered my strength, I pleaded indis- 
position, and finally persuaded him to leave me behind. The 
truth was, reader, I had resolved to see Clara Moreland, 
once more at least, before leaving the country ; but this 
was a secret which I did not even disclose to Harley, though 
I somehow fancied he more than suspected it. 

Viola having repeatedly urged me to accompany them, 
finally took leave of me, with tearful eyes, but looking 
more sweet and beautiful than ever. 

Harry," said Harley, as he held my hand at parting, 

we both owe you a heavy debt of gratitude, which, if we 
live, must be repaid, in one way or another. But, at all 
events, if you will not go with us, I must see you again 
shortly. As soon as the articles we are in quest of are in 
our possession, we will return to this place, and then you 
must accompany us to the city of Mexico, to the home of 
Viola." 

** I will take the matter into consideration," I replied. 

** Nay, it must be so— 1 will take no denial," he rejoined, 
earnestly. " There — God bless you I Adieu." 

♦ ♦ 4s ♦ ♦ « • 

And here, kind reader, we must also part, at least for a 
season ; for hero terminates that portion of my narrative 
which I have thought proper to record under the title of 
"Viola." If I come before you again, it will be in new 
scenes, and with new actors — though all that I have intro- 
duced upon the stage, must again appear, ere the curtain 
falls upon the close of my drama of life. It has been my 

19* 



226 VIOLA. 

fortune, in a brief period of time, to pass through many ad- 
ventures — some pleasing, and some vexatious — some trying, 
and some thrilling — and some perilous in the extreme. — A 
portion of these — a small portion, it is true — are before 
you : those untold, I flatter myself, are not less interesting. 
Shall I go on 7 or will you rest satisfied with what you have 
seen ? It is for you to decide, and for me to abide by your 
decision. 



Publisher's Note. — Having thus brought " Viola" to 
an end, we have just issued the sequel and conclusion to 
it, under the title of " Clara Morelandy" which is of far 
more interest than the foregoing. 
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▼ola., iwper ooTor. Prieo $1.00; or 

bound la on« Tolamo, c oth, for $1.SS. 

Tlie Tbree Bca atlee. Comploto 
In two Tolnmaa, inper coTor. Prleo 
One Dollar ; or bound in on« Tolame, 
elotk,for|1.2S. 

V1tI». Tbe Secret of Poiwer. 

Two TolnmM, peper eorer. Prieo One 
Dollar ; or one Tolnmo, eloth, for $1.25. 

India. Th» Pearl of Pearl 
RtTer. Two To!«., paper eoTor. Prioe 
On« Dollar ; or bound In doUi, $IM, 

The "Wife's Vletory. TwotoI- 
um«, papor ooTor. Prtoe Ono Dollar ; 
or bound In one volume, doth, $1.10. 

The Iioet Heiress. TwoTolnmee, 

Cper eoTer. Prlee One Dollar; or 
uad in one volume, elotb, for $1.86. 

The Hlsslns Bride. Two toI- 
umei, paper eover. Prlee One Dollar ; 
or bonud In one TOlume, eloth, $1.SS. 



SOVTHIVORTH'S WORKS. 



Retrlbwtloa i A Tale of 
•Ion. Two Tola., paper coTor. Price 
One Dollar ; or in one toI., doth, $l.SBi. 

The Cvrae of Clifton. Two Tola., 

Cper coTor. Priee One Dollar; of 
und In one Tolume, doth, $1.SB. 

The Dlseardcd Danf^hter « 

Two Tolumee, paper eoTor. Prtoe One 
Dollar ; or one Toiume, doth, for $1.9ftw 

The Deserted Wife. Two Tola., 

Cper cover. Price One Dollar; ot 
uttd Ja one toI., doth, for $1JU. 

The Belle of W^ashlncton. 

Two Tolumee, paper ooTer. Prioo One 
Dollar ; or In doth, for $1.1Bl 
The Initials. A LoTe Storjr off 
Modem I<lfo. Two rolm., p^ier 

S»Ter. Priee $1.00 ; or In <me ▼oiune 
oth,$l.Sft. 

The Dead Seeret* Twov^ia»e% 

Kper eorer. Price One Dollar; m 
uad in one Tolnme, doth, for $1.M 

Kate Ajrleafbrd. Two Tolume^ 

Kper cover. Price One Dollar; or 
und in one Tolume, doth, for $1.11. 

The whole of the aboTO are aleo publidied in Tery flue stjle, bound in fall Grtnuoi^ 

fUt edgee, aidee, baoki, etc., making degani prceentatton booka. Prlee $L00 a eofy 

JAS. A. MAITIaAlfD'S ORBAT MTORKS. 

Tolumee, paper eoTer. Priee One Dok 
lar ; or in one toL, doth, for $l.lii 

The Diary of an' Old Doetor. 

Complete in two Tola, paper eorw 
Price One Dollar ; or In doth, $1.1S 

The liowyer*! Story ■ er, tm 

Orphan's wrongs. Two Tola., ftmm 
coTer. Price One Dollar ; or bssiat la 
one ▼olnme, doth, fbr $1.1S. 



A Tale of If orvray. 

Hfghlj recommended hj Washington 
Irving Complete lu two ▼olumes, pa- 
per eover Price One Dollar ; or bound 
in one TOlume, doth, for $1.29. 

The Watehn&an. Complete In two 
iarm rol% , paper cover. Priee One 
DoUar ; or in one Tolume, doth, $L25. 

The Wanderer. Complete in two 



-W. H. HAXW^BLL'S UTOKS. 



Stories of mraterloo. One of the 
beet books In the BagUsh language. 
Complete in one laigt oetaTO Tolume. 
Prlee fiftf eeote 



Brian 0*I«)rnn | or, Loek Is 
thing. Prioe AO cents. 

Wild Sports In the \ 

OmtoIims*. P*Iss40i 



T. B PETER80H ft BROTHEBS* PITBLICATIOVS. S 



BIRfl. CAROI.INB. I^BB HKRTZ'fl 1VORK9. 



Tl«« Lost Dani^bter) and Other 
StuiiitH ot the H<Mirt. (Jaiit pahlinhed.) 
Two TolomcK, paper cover. Price One 
Dullar ; or in one toL, cloth, for $1.2fi. 

Planter** IVortli«rn Bride* 

BeantifnUj llluMrated. Two rolamea, 

Ciper eoTer, 000 pages. Prlc* One Dol- 
r ; or In one Tolome, cloth, 'Sor $1.25. 

•«lnda« Th« Yonns PlYot of 
the Belle Creole. TwoTolamee, 

Kper eover. Price One Dollar; or 
and in one Tolame, cloth, for $1.25. 

Hobert Graham. The Sequel to. 
and Continuation of Linda. Two Tola., 

Cper cover. Price One Dollar: or 
nnd In one Tolnme, doth, for $1.25. 

Gonrteteip and Marrlaipe. Two 

▼olomee, paper coyer. Price One DoU 
lar ; or one Tolnme, doth, for $1.25. 



Renai or, The Snoifr Bird. 

Two vole, paper cover. Price One Dul> 
lar ; or In one vol., doth for $1 25. 

H arr.ua IV ar land, rwovoluaea, 
paper cover. Price One Dollar; w 
Dound in one volujne, doth, for |i SO. 

liOve after Marriage. Two vola., 

Kper cover. Price One Dol'iar ; «i 
and In one vol., doth, for $1.25. 

Bollnei or, Haf nolle Vale* 

Two voU., paper cover. Price Om 
Dollar ; or In one vol., doth, for $1.25. 

The Banlehed Son. Two vole., 

Cper cover. Price One Dollar; off 
and in one toL, doth, for $1.25. 

Helen and Arthur. Twovola., 

01 



Price One Dollar; 
and in one toL, doth, for $1.25. 



Kper cover 



The whole of the above are alio pablished In a very fine vtjle, bound in ftiU 
Crinuon, with gilt edges, foil gilt ddee, gilt baeki, eto., making them the beet book* 
tor praeentatlon, at the price, publidied. Price of dtker one in this etjle, $100 a eopj. 

mas PARDOB'S 'WORKS. 



Confeeslone of a Pretty IV o- 
man. Bf Ml«e Pardee. Complete 
in one iarge octavo volume. Price 50 
eenta. 

The Jealous Wife. BylllMpnr- 
doe. Complete in one large octavo 
Tolume. Price Flftf cents. 

The W^lfe'e Trials. BjUIssFm- 
doe. Coinplete in one large octavo 
volume. Price Piftj cents. 

Tho UlTal Beauties. Bj Miss 



Piardoe. 
Tolume. 



Complete in one large oetave 
Price Fifty cents. 

ance of the Harem. Bf 

Miss Pardee. Complete in one large 
octavo volume. Price FlAj cents. 

Ths vhoU qf the abom Flvt ur^ka art 
also bound la Uo^t ^i ^ <mm iar^fe 
oetaw volumt, Friet $2.60. 

Heir. Bf Miss 
, paper cover. Price 



The Adopted 

Pardee. Two vols 

$1.00 ; or in doth, $1.25. {In /Vsm.) 



MRS. ANN 8. STBPHBBIS' IVORKS. 



Dervrent. This is Mrs. Ann 
S. Stephens* lent new work. Complete 
in two volumes, paper cover. Price 
One Dollar ; or in one vol., doth, $1.25. 

■*aehl on and Famine. Two vol- 
omes, paper cover. Price One Dol lar ; 
er .' a one volume, doth, for $1.25. 



The Old Homestead* Two vol* 
nmes, paper cover. Price One Duller ; 
or in one volume, doth, for $1.26. 

The Gipey's Leffaeyt or, tho 
Heiress of Greenhnrat. Tere 
volumes, paper cover. Price One Dol< 
lar ; or in one volama, doth, for $1.2A. 



COOK BOOKS. BEST IN THB W^0RI«O. 



[Iss 



I*eslle*s Nevfr Cookery 

^^^'^S ^^* largest, beet, and 

most complete Cook Book ever got up 
by Miss LesUe. Now first published. 
One.volume. Price $1.23. 



Hale's Benr Cook Book. 
By Mrs. Sarah J. Hale. One volume, 
beosd. Prlee One Dollar. 



Hiss I<eslle*B Hevsr Receipts 
for Cooking. Comple^ In em 
large volume^ bound. Pilee Oat 

DoUar. 

W^lddllleld*s New Cook Bo«k, 

or, Practical Reeelpts for the Hcea^ 
wife. Recommended by ail. One f^ 
ume, doth. Price One DoUai. 



MRS. HAIiE'S RECEIPTS. 

Irs. Hale*s Reeelpts fer the 
Million* Containing Four Thou- 
sand Plve Hundred and Forty-tve Re- 
eslsta, VMis, DtresClona, and Know- 
Isdce far All, la lU Usalk;, Ores. 



mental, and Dom«wti« Ar^^ Belsf ■ 
eomplete Family l-«r«ctor aad Hoee^ 
hold Guide for th« Milll « By Mrs. 
Sarah J. Hale. One volna^, auO pages 
■tiOBffly bound. Prists $1.15 



t T. B. FETESSOH ft BS0THER8* FUBLICATIOBS. 



OHA1U.K8 I.BTKR'8 WORKS. 

JU ntaO))/ damn up inpapveomen. 



VkariMi 0'Malley».Pr<« 00 Mntt. 
Harrjr Iiorreqaery..... (K) 
Boraee TenftpIetoMy... W 
Vom B«rlc« of Owrsi 00 

HlntOBy tli« 

B, W «^ 



M 



« 



*l 



10 

to 



Artbnr 0'I«e»ryf. 
Knliflit of Girymno«.. 

Kote 0'Doiios>&«i«f— 
Con Crcf an, tlft« IrUb 

Gil Blaa, flO « 

Davenport Dnna, a 
Uaa of our Dayy-.^i... 00 " * 
A eompleto Mtt of the aboTO will b« sold, or aeat to %aj os«, to %uj plMt^ A*^ 
§fpoHag«, for $100. 

LIBRARY EDITION. 

TRT8 EDITION ti complete in FOUR large oetaro Toltimet, eootalnlng Charlw 
O^Mallejr, Harrjr Lorreqaer, Horace Templeton, Tom Barke of Oara, Arthur O'Laarr, 
Jack Hintott the Oaardsman, The Knight of Owynne, Kate O'Donoghoe, eCe., haa4 
■emelj printed, and bound In Tariooa etjlee, aa followe : 

Price of a oett in Black cloth, $6.00 

Scarlet cloth, 0.00 

Law Library eheep, «. 7.00 

Half Calf, 0.00 

Half Calf, marbled edges, French 10.00 

Half Calf, antique 11.00 

FINER EDITIONS. 

Charles O'Halleyy One edition, one rolnme, cloth, $1.0i 

«« *« Half calf, « 100 

Harrjr Iiorreqwer^ fine edition, one Tolume, doth, 1.00 

" «• Half calf, &0« 

Jaek HIntoBy flue edition, onerolume, cloth 1.00 

" «• Half calf, &00 

Valentine Voz« fine edition, one Tolnme, cloth ^..... 1.00 

«< " Half calf, 100 

« ** cheap edition, paper coTer 00 

Ten Tlfconaand a Tear, flue edition, one Toiume, doth......... ............... 1.00 

Half calf, 100 

cheap edition, paper cover. TwoTolumee, 1.00 

Diary of a Medical Student. By 8. G. Warren, author of "Tea 
Thousand a Tear.'* One volume, octaro, 01 

HUMOROUS ILLUSTRATED UTORKS. 
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Major JTonca' Courtship and 
Travcla. Beautifully llluMtnted. 
One Tolume, cloth. Price $1.20. 

Major JTonea* Scenes In Oeor* 
ala. Full of beautiful lUuatratlone. 
One Tolume, doth. Price $1.20. 



Slick, the Clockmaker. 

By Judge Hallburtctt. Illuntrated. 
Being the bent funny work ever writ- 
ten by any one Id this vein. Two vols., 
taper cover. Price One Dollar; or 
ound in one Tolume, cloth, for $1.25. 

Adventures 

Illustrated. One 
volume, doth Price $1 . 25. 

Bumorsof Faloonbrldere. Two 

volumes, paper cover. Price One Dol- 
lur ; or one vol., dotn, ft>r $1.29. 

ik Porester's Sporting 



Slnton Suns* 
and Travels. 



Scenes St, Characters* I1I«» 
trated. Two vola , doth. Price $100. 

Dovr's Short Patent Sernaone* 
First Series. By Doifr, Jr« 

Containing 12S Senaona Complete la 
one volume, cloth, for One Dollar * m 
paper cover, 70 cents. 

Doit's Short Patent Sermona* 
Second Series. By Dovwy Jr* 

Contain leg li4 Sermona Complete la 
one volume, cloth, for One Dollar ; ei 
paper cover, 70 cents. 

Doit's Short Patent Sernaonaa 
Third Series. Dy Domt, Jr* 

Cuntainiog 110 Sermvna. Complete I* 
one volume, clotb, for One Doliar; ot 
paper cover, 75 c^nt». 

American J«e Miller. Wlth^JI 
lllustnUlona One of the moet hur jor 
OSS books Ir. the world Pries SO fdals 



T. & PETBB80H & BROTHEES' PUBLICATI0V8. « 



* CHARIiBB DICKSSNS' 'WORKS. 

MmiiMn J>^^rtnt Bd1Hon§ Ih Octavo ^Mrm, 

•« PITSBSOH'S** are the onlj complete and anifonn edltloMofCkarleelHekeM 
W«i1u ever fablished In the world; thejare printed from the original London Idlf 
•«■•, and are the onlj editlou pnblithed ta ihla eonntrj. Ko library eHhei 
^bUe or private^ ean be complete without having in it a complete aett of tke 
works of thia, the greateet of all liring anthors. Etctt fkmily sbonld poeaeM a 
iett of one of the ^tiona. The cheap edition la c«Miplete In Sixteen Volamea 
paper cover ; either or all of which can be had aeparately, aa followa : 



LlttU Dorrit, Prict fiOcenta 

PlekwUlc P«p«ra, 00 " 

DIckena* Naur Storlaa, fiO " 

Bleak Hoiaaa, 00 ** 

David CopparAaldy 00 *' 

Uoinbcjr and HoUf 00 *' 

Bllclkolaa NIcklebjr, 00 •* 

Ciirlatmaa Btorlea, 00 " 

Martlu Chuxxlewltt.... 60 " 



Barnabjr Rndgc,...Prto« 00 cM^ta 

Old Curloalty Sltop».... 00 '* 

Sketclien by <• BoB»" 00 * 

OlWcr Twiat, 00 " 

Tka Tiiro Apprentlc^a, 2ft ** 
tVreek of tbe Golden 

Hary, 25 •• 

Perlla of eertain En- 

gliah Prlaonara,^ 2ft * 



A complete aett of the above Sixteen hooka, will be aold, or aent to anf oae, U 
place, /kma </ podttge, for $6.00. 



LIBRARY OCTAVO EDITION. 

Fubftshed in Seven Different BtyUa, 

Tbu Bdltioa la complete in SIX verj large octavo volnmee, with a Portrait oa «ed 
if Charlea Dlekeaa, containing the whole of the above worka, handaomely prilled 
isd bonnd in varioaa atylea. 

Vol. 1 contaiaa PIck^Mrlek Papcra and Cnrloalty Bliop. 

«• 9 do. Oliver TwIat, Sketchca by <• Boa,'* and B*«f<« 
naby Rudfpe. 

M 3 do. Nlcholaa Nickleby, and Martin Cbuaslewlt« 

** 4 do. David Coppcrllcld, Dombey and Son, a«d 
Ciirlatmaa Siorlea. 

M dou Bleak Houae, and DIckena* Ha^v Storlca. 

•• 6 do. liltila Dorrit. In two booka— Povertf and Ricbee. 

Plica of a aett, in Black cloth, $9 M 

" Scarlet cloth, extra, lOOt 

" Law Library atyle, U.Oft 

« Half Turkey, or Half Calf, „ I8.0t 

** Half calfl ma/bled ed^em. French, ^ ICftg 

** Half calf, real ancient antique, «... llOi 

"• Half caU; fUl gUft backa, etc » U.M 

ILLUSTRATED OCTAVO EDITION. 

TBI8 IDinOir 18 Ilf THIRTEEN VOLITICES, and is printed on vaiy liitt 
aad flaa white paper, and ia proftiaelj illnatraii^i with all the original lUaatiattaai 
^ CralkahaBk, AJitnA. Growqnill, Phli, etc., tmrn the original London edilloaa, oo 
capper, ateel. and wood. Eacb volume e(»Dtain» .. novet ctimpi^te, aod may be baa 
ta eovplete aette. beauiifuily bound in cloth, for MaeCeea I>>>llara a a*tt : er aaf 



e T. B BETEBSOV ft BE0THSK8' FUBLXCATIOm. 

v«luM vlU b* Mid MpanUij at Om JDoUmr and FUljeMiia mmIl Th« Mlowtei 
•n their rMpecIlT* babim : 

Little Dorrit* HIcl&olas NIeUetoy* 

Plok-vrtek Papers* 



Barnabjr Rndge. 
Old Curiosity Shop* 
Bleak Ilonae. 
David Copperfleld* 
Dombej and Son. 



Christmas Stories. 
JHartln Cliassleiprtt. 
Sketclies bjr *«Bom*** 
Oliver Twlsti 
Dickens' Vetr Stories* 



flat of s MiL In Black cloth, tn Thirteen toIsum, ^..^IS.W 

" Full Law Library etyle, ^.. U*A 

*« Half calf or half Tnrker^ SB.OS 

** Half calf; marbled edsee, French, m..........^... ^ S2.M 

" Half calf, ancient antique, 39.01 

** Half calf; ftdl gUt backs, etc ~ «.0u 



DUODECIMO ILLUSTRATED EDITION. 
Oomplde in Twmty-Ftm Fb tusu f. 

The Edltlona in Duodecimo form are beantifollj ninatrated with orer Fhtt 
Smd BUd and Wood lUuHraUotu, ftom deelgna by Cniikahank, Phii, Leech, 
Browne, Macllfe, etc., illoBtratiTe of the beet eoenee in each work, making it the 
Boat bnatifol and perfect edition in the world ; and each work ie alao reprinted 
from the lint original London editioni that were Inned by Bnbeeriptioa in monthly 
nnmbera, and the Tolnmes will be fband, on ezaminalion, to be pnbUahed on the 
Anect and beet of white paper. 

Thla edition of IMckeae' Wortu la now published complete, entire, and unabridged 
In Twenty-flTC beautiful Tolumes, and supplies what has long been wanted, an edi- 
tion that hhall combine the adTantages of portable siie, large and readable type* 
and uniformity with other standard English authors. 

This Duodecimo edition has been gotten up at an expense of oew Affy-/Ves 
Thousand DoUartf but the publishers trust that an appredatiTe public will repay 
them for the outlay, by a generous purchaee of the Tolumes. All they ask in for 
the public to examine them, and they are confident they will exclaim, with one 
rolce, that they are the handsomest and cheapest, and best illustrated Sett of Worka 
ever published. This edition Is sold in setts, in various styles K binding, or any 
Work can be had separately, handsomely bound in doth, Ir two Tolumea eael^ 
rtlee $2.60 a eett, as follows : 



Sketobes bjr «Bos.m 
Bar^aby Rndfe. 
Martin Chnsslevrlt* 
Old Curiosity Shop. 
Christmas Stories. 
DIekens* Zfew Stories* 



Piokurlek Papers* 
Nleholas Nleklebjr* 
David Copperlleld* 
Oliver Twist* 
Bleak House* 
Little Dorrlt* 
Dombey and Son* 

fslesef a sett In Iwenty-Flye Tolumes, bound in Black doth, gilt ssess. tmoi 

" *J Fail Law Library style, 4i0.0C 

Scarlet, txkii gilt, sides, edges, eCe. 46.00 

** Half calf, ancient antique, ^. . .. •OiOt 

*■ * Half calf, foil gilt back, ^. ^ tOLO( 

Full calA andent antique, m.....^..^....... T40f 

Fall eaU; gUt edges, backs, ete... 



M M 



« 
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PEOPLE'S DUODECIMO EDITION. 
nMUhtd in Bight Digtrtnt StyUa. 
Thli Doodedmo edition U oomplttte In ThiitMn Tolnmea, of BfMur One Thci 
pBfM ««ch, with two llliutntloiis to oMh volamo, bot l> not printed on na thlflk 
•r n« iae paper aa the Illoatimtod Edition, bat containa all the rtading mattei thai 
b In tb« lUoatratod Edition, printed from largia tjpe, leaded. The Tolnmea axe 
Mid aeparately or together, price One Dollar and Fifty cents each, neatlj boand is 
or a complete aett of Thirteen Tolnmea in thla ityle will be aold for $ld.Mk 
fbllowing are their wunea : 



mclaolan Mleklelijr. 
CKrlatman Storlea. 
Old Curlocltjr Shop. 
Bketeliea toy « Bom.** 
Oliver Twist. 
Dlokenn* Bfoiv Stories. 



I«lttle Dorrit« 

PlekMrlek Papers. 

Martin Cknsxlewlt* 

Bamaby Rudye. 

Bleak House. 

David Copperfleld. 

Oombey and Son. 

Prtoe of a aett, in Black cloth, ^.........« JIft.OO 

•• " Fall Law Library Btfle, ^ 24.00 

Half calf, or half Turkey 2fl.0O 

Half calf, marbl«d edtireii, French, 28.00 

Half calf, aucient autiqae, «. 32.0^ 

Half calf, full gilt backi*, 32.(« 

Full calf, ancieut antique, 40.0G 

Full calf, gilt edgea, backs, eta 40.0C 
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ADVBBITVRES 

Harris's Explorations In 
Soutb Africa. By Major Coro- 
wallis Harris. This book is a rich 
tr^t. Two ▼olnroes, paper coTor. 
Price il.OU ; or in cloth, «1.35. 

Wild Oats Sown Abroad i or. 

On and Off Soundings. Price 00 cents 
in paper eoTor ; or cloth, gilt, 7d centa. 



AND TRAVKIiS. 

Don (iulxotte.— lilfe and Ad« 
▼entnrea of Don <iulxotte| 

and his Squire, Sancho Paoxa. Com- 
plete In two volumea, paper co^jr 
Prloell.OO. 

Life and Adventures of PanI 
Periwinkle. Full of lUostntluua. 
Price flO cents. 



BVOENB SVR'S GREAT NOVELS. 



Ilinstrated IVanderlng Jeiv. 

With Bighty-aeTen large lUustntiona. 
Two TOlnraeo. Price |l.0O. 

ilysterles of Paris | and Oe* 
rolstein, the Sequel to it. Two 
Tolnmes, pnper cover. Priee $1.00. 

First Love. A Story of ths Benrt. 
Price Sf cents. 

Woman's Love. lUnsta^ted. Priee 
S& cents. 

GEORGE 

Lecends of tke Amerlean 
Revolution i or, Waahington and 
his Oenei als. Two Tola. Price $1 .00. 

#ke <inaker City % or. The Monks 
of Hook Hnll Two Tolonies, paper 
cover. Priee One Dollnr. 

Panl Ardenhelni the Monk of 
Wisanhikon. Two Tolnmea, paper 
sorer. Price One Dollar. 

Planehe of Brandy vrlne. A 

B»«'»l«iiiin»ry Kuuianr^. Two toU 
ya4«r ceccv. Price Oa« i^iUnr. 



Blartln tke Fonndllnf^. Bean- 
tifully Illustrated. Two roTumes, pa- 
per cover. Price One Dollar. 

Tke Man-of-Waar>s-Han. Com- 
plete in one Inrge octsTo toIiuss. 
Price 86 cents. 

Tke Female Bluebeard* Oss 

▼olnme. Price 25 cents. 

Raonl de Snrvllle. One vsIobm. 
Price 25 cents. (In Prtm.) 

LIPPARirS "WORKS. 

Tke Nasarene. ObstoL VMss 
50 cents. 

Lessnds of Mexleo. OmvqIi 

Price 25 centa. 

Tke Lady of Albaronei 

The Poison Ooblet Two toIubmn, pa^ 
per cover. Price One DoUnr : or bound 
in one volnne, cloth, for $1.15. (la 
i*ra»#.) 

Me^v Torki Its Fpper Ten 

and Lo«««r Million. One vol* 

Price M 



or. 



• T. B. FETEESOir A BEOTHEKS* F1TBLICATI0E8. 



HUMOROUS AMBRICAN ^WORKS. 

With Original lUutratioiu by Daricf and Othen. 

Done up in Illnminated Coven. 



Hi^or Jonea' Conrtshlp. With 
Thirteen Illa«tr» dons, from designa 
b J Darley. Prict; 5U cents. 

Drama In Pokervtllc. BrJ. U. 
Field. With IIlustrationB by Dulej. 
Price Fiftj oente. 

Coulslana Sivainp Doetor* By 

aathor of *' Cnnping on the Sternum.'' 
Illustrated bj Darlej. 60 cents. 

Cbareoal Skctclica. By Joseph 
G. NeaL With IllustrationB. 00 cents. 

Yankee Amonffst tlie Her* 
maids. By W. B. Burton. With 
Illustratioiia by Darley. Price fiO cents. 

Ulsfortuncs of Peter Faber. 

By Joseph G. Neal. With lUustntiQns. 
by Darley. Price Fifty cents. 

Viijor Jonea' Sketolies of Tra- 
vel. With Eight Illustrations, f^m 
designs by Darley. Price Fifty cents. 

Weatem Seeneei or* Life on 
the Prairie* By the author of 
'* Uajor Jones* Courtship." 60 cents. 

Q^nsurter Raoe In Kentnckjr. 

By W. T. Porter, Bm. With Illncitia- 
tlons by Darley. Price Fifty cents. 

Bol. Smltk'e Theatrical Ap« 

Srentlcesklp. Illustrated oy 
arley. Price Fifty Gents. 

Yankee Yarns and Yankee 
Ijetters. By Sam Slick, alias Judge 
Ualiburton. Price 60 cents. 

Life and Adventures of Col. 
Vanderbomb. By author " Wild 
Western Scenes," ete. Price 60 cents. 

Big Bear of Arkansas. Edited 
by Wm. T. Porter. With iflustraUons 
by Darley. Price Fifty ceuts. 

Hajor Jones' Chronicles of 
Plnevllle. With Illustrations by 
Darley. Price Fifty cents. 

Life and Adventures of Per- 
, elval Maberr^. By J. U. In- 
graham. Price Fifty cents. 

Vrank Forester's Q^uorndon 



Hounds. By H. W. Herbert ■§% 
With lUustratlons. Price 60 cents. 

Pickings f^om the <«Plcay« 
une.*' With Illustrations by Darley 
Price Fifty cents. 

Frank Forester's Shooting 
Box. With IllustnUioiis by Darlej. 
Price Fifty cenU 

Peter Plodd v. By author of " Chaiw 
coal Slcetchea. '^ WUh lUustratloas by 
Darley. Price Fifty cents. 

Streaks of Squatter Life. Bj 

the author " Major Jones* Courtship/ 
Illustrated by Darley. 60 centa 

Simon Suggs. — Adventures 
of Captain Simon Suggs* 

Illustrated by Darley. Price 60 oenta 



Stray Subjects Arrested 
Bound Over. With Illustrations 
by Darley. Price Fifty cents. 

Frank Forester's Deer Stalk* 
ers. With Illustrations. 60 cents. 



Adventures of Captain Fav^ 
rago. By Hon. H. H. Brackenridge. 
With Illustrations. Price Fifty eenta. 

Widow Rugby's Husband. 

By author of "Simon Suggs." Witk 
Illustrations. Price Fifty cents. , 

BlaJorO'Regan's Adventures. 

By Hon. H. H. Brackenridge. Wltk 
Illustrations by Darley. 60 cents. 

Theatrical Journey-IVorkdt 
Anecdotal Recollections of 
Sol. Smithy Ksq. 60 cents. 

Polly Peablossom's "Wed* 
ding. By the author of "Msjot 
Joues^ Courtship." Price Fifty oeatu 

Frank Forester's IVarwlck 
'Woodlands. With beautlfnl U* 
lustrations, Illuminated. 60 cebta. 

Neiv Orleans Sketch Book* 

By "Stahl." With Illustratiens by 
Darley. Price Fifty cents. 

The Charms of Paris i «, 

Sketches of Travel and Adventures by 
Night and Day. 60 cents. {InPnttl^ 



C. J. PKTBRSON'S WORKS. 



^J£«te Aylesford. ▲ Lore Story. 
^Two vol"! , paper cover. Price One 
Dollar : or bound in one vol., cloth, 
for $1.26 

4»rulslng In the Last W^ar. 

First and Seeond Series. Beiuff tte 
eomplete work. By Charlee J. FMer^ 
«c» - Price 60 isnts 



The Valley Farm t or. The Aut» 

biogTHDhy of an Orphan. A Coming 
ion to Jane Byre. Price 25 centa. 

Grace Dudley i or, Arnold al 8Uai 
toga. Price S6 cents. 

Mabel ) or, Darkness and Dawn. Tw 
▼ols., paper cover. Price One Dollar 
or bound in eloth, tl 26 tin fWas | 
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AJLBXANDRB DUKAB' 'WORKS, 



4««»t of Honte-Crlsto. Bj 

Alexandra Dnmas. Complete and nn- 
mbridged edition. BeHntifully Illnii- 
tr»ted. Two Tolmnea, pui^er cover. 
Priee $1.00 ; or in eloth, $1.25. 

Kdmond Dantes. Being a Seqael 
to Donias* celebrated novel of the 
" Count ofHonte-CriHto." 1vol. fiOcta. 

Vb« Three Gnardamcn* Bj 

Alexandre Domaa. Complete in one 
large Tolnme. Price 76 oenta. 

Twenty Years After. A Seqnel 
to the "Three Gnardamen." One 
Tolnine. Price 7A centa. 

Uracelonne | tlie Son of 
A tuoe t being the continnatlon of the 
"Three Onardamen," and "Twentj 
Teara After." One Tolome. 70 oente. 

riie Iron Mask. Being the con- 
tinaatinn and conclneion of the " Three 
Onardamen." Twovola. Price $1.00. 

liOnlse I«a Vallleref or, The 

Second Series and End of the " Iron 
Maak." Tiro volnmea. Price $1.00. 

The Men&oirs of a Phjrslolan. 

Beantlfalljr Illastzated. Tvro toIb. 
Price One Dollar. 

The <lneen's Necklace. A Se- 
qnel to the " Memoirs of a Physician." 
Tero volnmea. Price One Dollar. 

fix Years I«ater| or, The Taking 
of the Bastile. A Continnatlon of 
" The Qneen's Kecklace." 2 vols. $1.00. 

^onntesa of Charny | or, The Fall 
of the French Monarch j. A Sequel to 
Six Years Later. Two vols. $1 .00. 

The Ulenaolrs of a Slarqnls* 

Complete in two vola. Price $L0O 



^/^•■If •' M«'*dor f ev, Fnuioe !■ 
the Sixteenth Centoiy. Two ToliUBea, 
Price One Dollar. 

The Iron Hand | or, The KnSghtoi 
Manleon. Beantirnllj lUoatrated. Oss 
volume. Price dO centa. 

The Forty-Five OnardameAi 

Beautifully Illustrated. One volama 
Price 76 cents. 

Fernandei or, The Falle,. 
Angel. A Story of Life in Paria 
One volnme. Price Fifty cents. 

Thousand and One Phan* 
toms. Complete in one toI. 60 eta. 

George t or. The Planter of 
tlie Isle of Franee. One vol 

Price Fifty cents. 

GeneTlevrei or. The Chevalier of 
Maison Ronge. Oue TOlome. IUm 
trated. Price 60 cents. 

Bketehes In France. One toI* 
nme. Price 60 oenta. 



Isabel of BaTarla* 

Price 60 centa. 



One Tolome. 



Fellna de Chambnre | or, The 

Female Fiend. 60 cents. 

Andree de Tavrerneyi or, The 

Second Series and End of the Co;inteiis 
of Chamy. Two vols. $1.00. iJn 

The Conscript Soldier. A Tale 
of the Empire. Two volumes, paper 
cover. Price $1.00 ; or bound In one 
▼olnme, cloth, for $1.23. (7n Pru§.) 

The Corslcan Brothers* IS 

eenta. (/» Prus.) 



BMSRSOIV BBMNKTT'S IVORKS. 



The Bolder Rover. Two large 
Tols., paper cover. Price One Dollar ; 
or In one volume, eloih, for $1.26. 

Pioneer's Daughter f and the 
Vukno'Mrn Countess. Complete 
in one volume. Price 60 cents. 

Clara Moreland. Price 60 cents; 
or cloth, gilt, $1.00. 

Viola. Price 60 cents; or in eloth, 
flit, 76 cents. 



The #orged "Will. Prioe60eenta 
or eloth, ^11, $1.00. ^ 

Ellen Norbnry* 60 cents ; or one 

vol., eloth, $1.00. 

Bride of the 'Wilderness* m 

cents. : or in cloth, 76 cents. 

Kate Clarendon. 60 cents: ztlm 
cluth, gilt, 76 cenU. 

Heiress of Bellefbnte | am4 
W alde-lVar ren. 60 



HARRY COCKTON'S WORKS. 



Valentine Toz, the Ventrilo- 
quist. One V3l . pap««r cov«:r, oOctft; 
er a finer editiutt In cioin for$l.A0. 

ftylvestrr Bound, the Soui- 
uambullat. liJqi>tnt«id. Complete 
Is ooe large ocuvo volnBiei Price 60 
eeuu 



The Sisters. By Henry CocktosL 
anthor of •• Valentiv* Vux, lt« Vea 
triio^uist" Price 60 cenU. 

The Steward. By Henry Cotklea. 
Price 60 cents. 

Percy Rfllnghavs. Bf Beart 
C*Hiitus. mea 6i> eamii. 



n T. B. PETEESON & BROTHEES' PITBLICATIONS. 



MRS. GR^l'fel POPULAR KOVEZ.S. 

Price Twenty-Fiv CenU eoM. 



Glptjr** Daugfliter. 
fjcna Cameron* 
Bella of the Famlljr. 
iSjrbll Iieiinard. 
Duke and Consliu 
The I^lUle IVlfe. 
ManoeuTrlnijf Mother* 



Baronet's Dauf^htere. 
Young Prima Donna* 
Old Dower ilouBe. 
Alice Seymour. 
H y ac I n t he. [ISO eeatt. 
Passion A Principle* 
Mary Seaham. AOceou. 



D'ISRAELI'S POPULAR NOVKLS. 

WUh a PortraU t^ D'ltradi in muA volums. 



VlT-fan Grey. One Urga rolome, 
oetsTo. Price AO c«ara. 

Venetlai or, Lord Bjron and hla 
Daughter. Price dO oents. 

Henrietta Tcukple* A Lore 
Story. Price 60 cencit. 



The Younfif Dnke. Obs oc«tv« 

Tolame. Price SS cent*. 

Confarlnl Flemlnur* An 4«te- 

biotrmpLy. Price 38 ceutn. 

Bllrlauft Alrov. A Romaaee of iLi 
12th Ceatury. Price 38 ceLi«. 



MISS ELLEN PICKERING'S IVORKS. 

Price Twenty-Five Oenis muA. 



Orphan Niece. 
Kate Walslnyhant. 
IVho Shall be Heir f 
The Secret Foe. 
The Expectant* 
The Fright, 
(inlet Husband* 
The Heiress. 



Poor Cousin. 
Ellen Ware ham. 
Kan Darrcl. 
Prince and Pedlar. 
Merchant's Daughter* 
The Squire. 
Agnes Serle. 
The Grumbler. M eta. 



FRANK FAIRLEGH'S WORKS. 



Vrank Falrlegh ) or, Scenes In the 
Life or a Private Papil. Br Frank E. 
Smedley, Eitq. Iltnutrated. Paper 
eover. Price 50 cents. 

Lcvrls Arundel. By author of 
" Fmak Fairl<<Kh. " Illunraied. One 
volume, paper coTer. Price 7A cents. 

Uarry Racket Scapegrace. 

8/ author of " Prxnk Fairi«Kh." Com* 
|ri«tte in one volume. Pai^er cover. 
Price dO cenu. 



Lorrlmer LIttlegood. By «•> 

thor of "Prank F*irleKh.** OompteU 
in two Tolumes paper eover. Frtot 
$1.00 ; or boaod In one vulame. ct«»tk. 
for $1.13. {IH Prtu.) ^ 

Harry Coverdale's Court- 
ship, and All thai Came of It. Now 
flrvt pnltli.thwl Entire and Unabrtdired 
IlIoRirat<Hl. Two vulum^s, P*per cover. 
Price Ono Dollar; or b«taud in ose 
volame, cloth, $1.25. {in Prege.) 



CAPTAIN M ARRYATT«8 WORKb* 

Price Twenty-Five Om/« taek. 



Jacob Falliifnl. 
Phanlom Ship. 
King's Own, 
Snarleyo\%-. 
nid«hlpntan Easy* 
The Na%nl Offlrer. 
Bie%«-tou Forster. 

*'llu. (be Ktcrc<-. 



Japhet Search Pathcr* 
Pacha of many Tales. 
Plraie dt Three Cnltein 
Perclval Keeiie. Mcu 
Poor .Tnrk. fion^uta. 
Sea King. flO oent^ 
Peter Simple. 5>*o(iato 
V aJ e r I e. Jtt oeuu 



T. B. PETERSON ft BEOTHEES 'PUBLICATIONS 11 



RBYNOLDS' GRBAT ROBIAlfCBS. 



Bjrstcrles of the Court of 
juondon* Complete In two large 
Tolames, paper coyer. Price $1.00. 

Rose Posterior, "The Second 8e- 
rien of the Mjiiteriee of the Court of 
London. ** 3 toU. , paper cover. $1 .00. 

Caroline of BrunsKrIekt or, 

the '* Third Series of the MTateries of 
the Court of London.*' Two Tola., 
fapMr coTer. Priee One Dollar. 

Tenet la Trelaiprnejr | heing the 
** Fourth Series, or final ooncluiion of 
the Mf steries of the Court of London. " 
Two Tolnmee, paper coTer. Priee One 
Dollar. 

Lord Saxondalei or, The Court 
of Queen Tictoria. Two Tola., pitper 
eover. Priee One Dollar. 

Count CKrlatO'ral. The "Sequel 
to Lord Saxondale." Two Toluxnei, 
paper ooTer. Priee One Dollar. 

Rosa Itrnmberti or, The Memoirs 
of an (Tnfortnnate Woman. Two Tola., 
paper cover. Price One Dollar. 

Harjr Pi lee i or. The Adventures 
of a Servant-Maid. Two vols., paper 
eover. Price One Dollar. 

Buatace <inentln« A " Sequel to 
Mary Priee." Two Tolnmea, paper 
eover. Priie One Dollar. 

Joseph "Wllmot i or. The Memoirs 
of a Man-Servant. Two volumes, pa- 
per cover. Price One Dollar. 

The Banker's Daughter* A 

Sequel to "Joseph WUmot.** Two 
vols., paper eover. Price One Dollar. 

Ksnneth. A Romance of the High- 
lands. Two volumes, paper eover. 
Price One Dollar. 

The Rjre«House Plot i or, Ruth, 
the Conspirator's Daughter. Two vols., 
paper cover. Price $1.00. 

The Opera Daneert or, The 

Mysteries of London Life. Complete 
la one octavo volume. Price 00 cents. 

The Rutned Gamester. With 
Illustrations. Complete in one large 
ectavo volnma Price Fifty cents. 

Wallsieet the Hero of Scot- 
land. Beautifully Illustrated with 
Thirty-eight plates. Price Fifty cents. 

The Child of "Waterloo I or. 

The Horrors of the Battle Field. Com- 
poses In ons octavo volums. 60 eents. 

Discarded l^ucen^ Ons 
Pries 60 esats. 



Lueresia Bllraiiot or, The Cone- 
teiiH aud the Pa^a. Complete in OBl 
large volume. Price AO cents. 

Clprlnai or. The Secrets ot 
a Picture Gallery. Compleit 
in one large volume. Price 50 centa. 

The Necromancer. A Romaoss 
of the Times of Henry the Eighth 
Two volumes. Price One Dollar. 

Robert Bruce t the Hero KlV| 
of Scotland* with his PorcraiL 
One volume. Priee Fifty cents. 

Isabella Vincent | or, The Twe 

Orphans. One volume, paper oovsr. 
Price 00 cents. 

TlTlan Bertrantf or, A Wife's 
Honor. A Sequel to "laahella Vim- 
cent." One voL, paper eover. 00 cents. 

The Countess of Itascelles* 

The Continuation to "Vivian Ber 
tram. " One vol., paper cover. 00 centa 

Duke of Marchmont. Being the 
Conclusion of " The Countess of Laa> 
oelles." One vol., paper cover. fiOcts 

Glpsjr Chief. Beantiftilly Illustrated 
Complete in one large octavo volume 
Price Fifty cents. 

Plckurlck Abroad. ACompanloa 
to the "Pickwick Papers" by "Boa." 
One volume. Price Fifty cents. 

(^ueen Joanna|| or* the Mynm 
terles of the Court of 
Naples. Illustrated. 00 cents. 

The Soldier's "Wife. Beantirnlly 
Illustrated. Complete in one voloma 
Priee Fifty cents. 

Bfaj Mlddleton | or, The Hif<tory d 
a Fortune. Complete la ons v ainms 
Price Fifty cenU. 

Massacre of Glencoe. BeaatifUp 
ly Illniitrated. Complete in one vol' 
nias. Priee Fifty cents. 

The liovres of the Hareau 

Price 00 cents. 

Kllen Percy | or, The MemoifB ef 
an Actress. Price 00 eents. 

Acnes Kvreljrni or. Beauty eal 
Pleasure. Price 00 eenis. 

The Parricide. BeaatUUlyDlvS' 
tratsd. Price 00 oenta. 

Iflfs In Parls« RaadsoBsIx lUw 
trated. Price 00 centa. 

Edcar Montrose* Cos voiVBa 

Price 20 cents. 



J. F. SMITH'S Bl£ST WORKS. 
er*8 Vlctinft. By J.F. { Adelaide WaldfrruTei or, Tbf 



Vho Us 

Bialth, lisq roinp>t4* In one large 

VulOMO Price* .'•*> CtouU 



TrialM of a GoveruAsii Oonipl^te 
•oe larife vuluiue. Pnrv ^ oh'iu 
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AINSIVORTH'S 

Life of Jack Sheppard, the most 
not»d burglar, robber, and jail breaker 
that ever li red. Illustrated. fiO ceata. 

Tlie To-wer of London. With 
over One Handred splendid Engrav- 
ings. Two Tolomos. Price $1.00. 

Tlie Miser's Oaitgliter. Com- 
plete in two large vols. Prlee $1.00. 

Pictorial Life 4t Adventures 
of Guy Faivkes. Bloodj Tower, 
etc lUoatrated. Price 00 cents 

Tbe Pictorial Old St. Paul's. 

A Tftle of the Plague and the Fire. 
Illostrated. Price «) cents. 

The Star Ckamber. niustrated. 
Price fiO cents. 

NjTsterles of the Court of 
^ueen Anne. Price 50 cents. 

Iljrsterles of the Court of 
the Stuarts. Price 00 cents. 

Windsor Castle. 0&« yolnme. 
Pries 00 cents. 



BBST "WORKS. 

The Pictorial Newffate Cal« 
endar f or, Tbn Chronides of CrUsc 
Beautifblly lUoMtrated. 60 cents. 

Life of Henry Thomas, *Jif 

Western Bcrglar and Murderer. Folk 
of Plates. One Tolame. l*rioe 25 centa 

Pictorial Life d& Adventures 
of Dick Tnrpin, the Barglar, 
Murderer, etc One voL Price 25 ceeti. 

Life and Adventures of tho 
Desperadoes of the Keinr 
"World. lUnstrated. 1 toL 25eeat» 

Life of Ninon De L'Kneloe 

With her Letiera on Lots, Conrtshif 
& Marriage Illustrated. 1 toI. 25 eta. 

Pictorial Life and Advent 
tnres of Davy Crockett* 

One Tolume. Price 50 centc 

Grace O'STalley— Her Life * 
Adventures* Price 3S ccatc 

Life A Adventures of Arth 
Spring. Pries 25 cents. 



T. S. ARTHUR'S BBST W^ORKS. 

/Vice Twenty-FiM Cents mch. 



The Lady at Home. 
Tear after MarjrtagCi 
Cecilia Hovrard. 
Orphan Children. 
Love In High Life*' 
Debtor's Daughter. 
Love In a Cottage. 
Mary Horeton. 
The Divorced Wife. 



The Tivo Brides. 
Agnesy or Possessed* 
Lucy Sandford. 
The Banker's "Wife* 
The Tivo Merchants* 
Insubordination* 
Trial and Triumph. 
The Iron Rule* 
Pride and Prudence* 



GRJSBN'S W^ORKS ON GAMBLING. 



Gambling Exposed) a foil Ex- 
position of all the Tarions Arts, Mja- 
leries, and Miseriee o( Qambling. aj 
J. H. OreeUf the Reformed Gambler. 
Complete in two Tolnmes, paper coyer, 
Price One Dollar ; or one Tolume, cloth, 
gilt, $1.25. 

The Reformed Gambler) or, 

The Autobiography of the Reformed 
Gambler, J. H. Green. Written bj 
Himnelf. Complete in two rolnmes, 
mper ooTsr. Price One Dollar ; or la 
one ToL eloth, gUt, for $1.26. {In 



.) 



The Gambler's Life t or. The k^ 

tobiographx of the Life, Ad ven tares 
and Personal Experience of Jonathaa 
H.Green. Written by Himself. Witt 
a Steel Portrait of the Author, and 
other IllnstratiTe EngraTlag^ Twe 
Tols., paper cover. Price One DoUm j 
or one Tolome, eloth, gilt, $1.25. 



Secret Band of Brothers* 

piled bT J. H. Green. BeautifnllT IU«». 
trated from original designs, by Derisy 
and Crooma. Two Tolnmea^ F*piK 
eoTer. Price One Dollar; or in one tcI» 
eloth, gUt, for $1.25. {InPrwrn,) 



LIEBIG'S WORKS ON CHBMISTRT. 



Letters on Cheukistry* 
The Potato Disease* 

Chemistry^ and Physics !• v^ 

lation to Physiology and Path<dog7 

The aboTS Tire works of Professor Ideblg are also published eomplets la ^m 
iArye octsTo Tolume, boond. Price $1.50. The thzss last works an oalj pnbUibsi 
In tbf* t«iand rolnms 



lyrlcuitural Chemistry. Com- 
plete in one yolume. Price 25 cents. 

Animal Chemistry. Complete 
in one Tolnms. Price 26 cents. 



^- 4F^ 



M*L 



i«to 
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IVORKS BY THB 

Vli« (Quaker Soldier i ory The 
British In PlilladelpKla. Bj 

A noted Jadge Two ▼ola., paper oorer. 
Pnoe One PoUnr ; or in one toL, doth, 
for $i.2J> 

Cvrrer I«Tle| orf The Auto- 
Mocrapny of Loalse Re«d- 

cr« Written by Herself, and oontala- 
Ing her Portrait on SteeL Two vols., 

Cpar eoTer. Price One Dollar; or 
and in one Tolame doth, for $1.25. 

Ailfe and Beantles ot Vmnny 
Pern* Complete in two Tolamet, 
papet eerer, price $1.00; or bonnd in 
one Yolaiue, doth, for $1.26. 

Oorlnne | ory Ital j*. Bj Madame 
De Btael. TrannlatiNl ezpressij for this 
edition. The poetical passafi^ea hj 
L. S. L. Two Tola., oomplete In one. 
Price Fifty cenU. 

Tbe Ron&an Traitor* BjH. W. 

Herbert. Two tuIs., paper coTer. 
Price $1.00 ; or one toI., cloth, $1.25. 

Vllrtatlons In Ani«rloai or, 

High Life in New York. Complete in 
one Tolume. Price 60 eenta. 

The Pride of I«lfe. By author of 
"Henpeclced Huaband." 2 vols., pa- 
per cover. Price $1.00 ; or boond la 
<MM Tolnme, doth, fur $1.26. 

The Cabin and Parlor. By J. 

Thornton Randolph. Price 60 eenta 
In paper ; or bonnd in dotL for $1.00. 

i*ife In the South. An Antidote 
to " Uncle Tom*8 Cabin." mnatnUed 
by Darkey. Pnoe 60 cents. 



BBST AUTHORS. 

Mjrsterles of Three Cities t 

Boaton, Kow Tone, and Phlladdphla 
By A. J. H. Daganne. One vol. 60 eta 

Red Indians of Ne'vrfonnd* 
land. An lUnstrated Indian Story. 
By author of " Prairie Bird. " 60 eta. 

The Grcatcat Plague of I^lfe | 

or, The AdTentures of a Lady in Btavai 
of a Good Servant. Price 60 eenta 

Ned Muearra're i or. The most OHl 
fortunate Man in the world. ByThs* 
dore Hook. One Tolume. 60 eenta 

Itlorente'fl History^ of the Ik. 
quialtlon In Spain. Complete 
In one large octavo volume. 60 cents 

Gene-rra i or, The History of s Por- 
trait. By one of the mMt prominent 
Writers in America. OneToL 60 eta 

Abbey- of Innlsmoyle. B} 

Grace Kennedy. Price 25 eenta. 

Father Clement. By author of 
"Dunallen." Price 60 cents. 

The Fortune Hunter. By 

Howatt Price 38 cents. 



Romish 

Miehdet. 



Confessions 

Price 50 cents. 



1. By 3L 



'Whiteltall I or. The Times of OliTar 
Cromwell. Complete in one Toluma 
Illustrated. Price 60 cents. 

IVhlteArlars I or, The Days of 
Charles the Second. Complete m oss 
Tolume. Illustrated. Piles 60 csnts 
{In Frtst.) 



USBFVI. BOOKS FOR EVBRTBODT. 



The 



Iiady*s IVork - Table 

Full of plates. Beautifiilly 
1>onnd in one Tolnme in erlmaon doth, 
gilt Price One Dollar. 

|«ardner*s One Thousand and 
Ten Thinars IVorth Kno^ir- 

Inc I to which ia added Employment 
to All ; or a Hundred Ways to make and 
keep Money. Price 25 cents. 

Poeket Library of Useftal 
Knoiwledflpe. A work that all 
should own. Price 60 cents. 

Gentlemen's Science of Btl- 

auctte f and Guide to Society. By 
rant D'Orsay. With his Portrait. 
Price 26 cents. 

l«ndles' Science of Etiquette ) 

sni complete Hand>Book of tiie Tuilct. 
By Countess De Calabrella. 25 cents. 



The Complete KI Cohen 
Fruit Gardener. A work thai 
all that have a (sidsn should swa 
Prioe 25 cents. 

The Con&plete Florist f ora 
Floiver Gardener. The beat 
work on the subject ever putJlahsd 
Price 25 cenU. 

KnoDrlson*s Con&pleto Far* 
riery or Horse Doctor. All that 
own a hortte should possess this book. 
Price 25 cents. 

Knowl son's Complete Cattle | 
or, Co M- Doctor. Whoever owns 
a cow should have this book. 25 cr* 



DR. 

;x HoUlck's Anatomy and 

^ tfejslology I with a large Diaeeet- 
jlPUUsftheHunaaFlgura $1.25 



Arthur's Receipts for 

tins up F rults A Vcgetablea 
In Suminck to Keep. 12^ eta. 

HOLIilCK'S IVORKS. 

Dr. Hoillck's 9*amlir T*hw%. 
elan. A Pocket 9nid» for ~ 
body. Price 25 oea^ 



H T. B. PETEBSON & BROTHERS* FVBLICATIOirS. 



'WORKS BT THE MOST POPUI<AR AUTHORS. 



Robert Oakianda } or, The Oatcaat 
Orphaii. By Leitch Bitohie, aathor of 
" Robber of tbe Rhine.'* Price 25 eta. 

Horcdvn. A Tale of ISIO. By Sir 
Walter Scott, Bart, author of" WaTcr- 
I7/' " iTanhoe," etc. Price fiO eenta. 

Tl&e T-vro CoubIas. By P. Hamil- 
ton Uywnf anthor of " Bell Braadoa," 
•to. One ToL, doth. Price $1.00. 

CourtenaT* Hall. A True Tale of 
Tirgiula Life. By Jamee T. Randolph, 
Beq. One Tolnme, dottf Price $1.00. 

Wllftred Montresaor I or, New 

York Life Bxjpoaed ; or the SzpoeitioB 
of the Secret Order of the Seren. lUna- 
trated with 87 lUnstratiTe EngraTinga. 
Two Tolnmee. Price $1.00. 

Salathiel. By Ber. George Croly. 
Price 00 cents. 

Arlatoeraciri or, Life among the 
Upper Ten. ^rlce 00 cents. 



Henrjr Clajr's Portrait. Bl 

Zfagle. SlM ^ by 30 la. Price $1.00 9 
copy. Originally eold at $d.00 a copy. 

Tbe Bf leer's Heir. By P. H. Myers. 

Price M eenta in paper oorer; or 71 
contain doth gilt. 

Tom Raequeti and M* 

Maiden Annts. Prtoe W cents. 



OBOROBI 

Conauelo. By George Sand. Trans- 
lated from the French, by Vayetto 
Robinson. Complete and unabridged. 
One Tolnme. Price Fifly cents. 



The T'vro liOvers. ▲ 

Story. Price 60 eenta. 

Arrab Nell. A NoTeL By G. P. B. 
James. Pilce 00 cents. 

Sbetebee In Ireland. ByW.M. 

Thackeray. Price 00 eenta. 

Tbe Coquette. One of the beil 

books CTcr written. Price 0C cent^ 

Tbe Orpban Sletere. A beantl 
All book. Price SS cents. 

TIctlmt of Amnsemente. By 

Martha' Clark. Suitable for Sunday 
Schools. One Tolume, doth. 38 eta. 

SAND'S l¥ORKS. 

Indiana. By author of " Consndo,** 
etc ATerybewitohingandintererting 
work. Two Tols., paper coTer. Prlee 
$1.00 ; or in one toL, doth, for $l.Sft. 



First and Trne l^ove. By Oeoift 
Sand, author of " Gonsndo,*^ '* Indi- 
ana," eta. Illnstrated. Price 00 cents. 

Tbe Corsair. A Yenetlan Tale 
Price 20 cents. 



Conntess 0/ Rndolstadt. The 

Sequel to "Consuelo.'* Translated 
from tbe original French. Only Com- 
plete and unabridged edition. One 
Tolume. Price 00 cents. 

CHRISTY dfe IVOOD'S SONG BOOKS. 

Ho music is so generally esteemed, or songs so frequently sung and listened te 
with so much delight, as is the music and the songs of the Bthioplan Minstrels. 
They haye commenced a new epoch in Music, and the best works relating to then 
f re those mentioned below. Bach Book contains near Seyenty Songs. 



Cbristy dk>lVood's Song Boob. 

Illustrated. Price 12^ cents. 

Song Boob. 



Tbe Melodeon 

Price 12^ cents. 

Tbe Plantatio 

Price 12)^ oeu^ 

Tbe Ktbiopl 

Price 12>i cents. 

RJST. CHAS. IVADSMTORTH'S 



Blelodlest 



Song Boob. 



Tbe Serenaders' Song Boob. 

Price liyi cents. 

Cbristy and "Wbite's Con* 
plete Btbioplan Helodtesy 

containing the whole of these five 
song books, are beautiftaUy bound 
in one large Tolume, doth, gilt 
back. Price Serenty-llTe eenta a copy 
only. 

SBRHONS* 



America's Mission* A Thanks- 
giving Discourse. By Rer. Charles 
Wadsworth. Complete In one large 
TOlume. Price 20 cents. 

and Cbarao* 



ter. Two Discourses. By 
Charles Wadsworth. Price 10 ee&ts. 

Polities in Religion. AThank» 
giring Sermon. Br Rer. Chsijip 
Wadsworth. Price 12j< cents. 



SIR B. li. BUli'WBR'S NOVBI.S. 

IPstlbland. A NoveL One tol., 00- 
taro. Price 25 eenta. 

Tbe Rone t or, The Haaardi of Wo- 



Ttie Oxonians. A8eqndM"Tlu 
Roue.*' Price 20 cents. 

Calderon, tbe Conrtler. Bv 

Sir A L. Bnlwer. Price 12X 



T. B. P£TE£SOH ft BROTHERS* FirBLICATIOH& U 



l¥ORKft BY GKI«]£BRATKD AUTHORS. 

PriM TwerUy-Fi'M (knU eaeA. 



Vrsterlca and Mtserle* of 
Hmii¥ Orleans. Bj Nad BantllAtt. 
Complete ta one Tolnma. 

Jaek Donrnlnc*! Lctteri* B7 

Major JMk Downiag. With hU For- 
tntlt. Odo Toliimo. 

Acnes Grey^i an Aatoblognplij. 
Bj author of " Jsno Bjra.*' 



St. Clair. B7 O. P. B. Jsnst, 
aiitLorof**BiehoUoii." 

Vlie BeantlAal Freneb Olrl. 

An sbaorbuig book. 

F^ntale Life In Heir 

BoiDtiMlj Illastratod. 

Rjran*s Jljrsterles of 
rlaye. lUiutntod. 

Hy^sterles of Bedlam | or, 

wdi of s Usd HOQM. 

The Orphan Child. BythsCoon- 
t«M of Bl«wiiigton. 

The Monk* Bj lUlthow 0. Lswis. 



The Ghost Stories. AWoaderfhl 

Book. lUoitrated. 

Madison's Exposition of Odd 
Felloisrshlp. 

AhednesOf the Money !«•«• 
der. Bj Mr*. Gore. 

Ollddon's Ancient RSTytf 

her Moaojaenta, Beilea, ko. 

Josephine. Br Oraee AgaJlar, si*, 
thor of '* Home Inlaeaee.'* 

Bell Brandon, sad The WlthenA 

Fig Tree. A $300 priie aoToL 

Mjrsterles of a ConTsnt* By a 

Methodist Preacher. 



Philip In Search of 

Aa ezoelleat work. 

J>lar jr of 

Beriea. 



a'WIte* 



Phjrslclan. 
Kmlsrant Sqnlrc. Br sathor sf 



Beu BrandoB/ 



HGH'WATMKir, MURDKRERS9 •«•< 

PH08 Twentif-Five CtnU tath. 



Life of John A. Mnrrel^ the 

^Weatera Laod Pirate. 

Life and Adventnres of Jo« 
scph T. Hare. 

Life of Col. Monroe Bdirards. 

lUaatrated. 

Life of Helen Jewett* Sb Rich- 
ard P. Robinson. 

Life and Adventnrcs of Jach 
Rann. Illastrated. 

The Robber's "Wife* A 1>omeatlc 
Romaace. 

Red IVInyi or, Weird Craiaer of 
Vaa Blemaa'a Lead. 

Obi I ory Three - Fingered 



Lives of the Felons. Besatlftilly 

lUnatrated. 

Nat Blake t or, The Doomed Hlg]|> 
wajmaa. Illastrated. 

Bin Horton | or, The Doomed HUh- 

Ulaatiated. 



|£lt Clajrton. A Seqael to Jaek 



Tonk VTatersi or, The Hsnated 
BJghwaymaa. 



Galloping Gns | or, Ths Parse aad 

the Piiitol. 

Ned Hastings t or, Ths Terror sf 
the Boad. lUustrated. 

Bidder IVoodhnll, the Beantl- 
tnl Haymaker. 

Bvelecn inrilsoni or, Ths frlsls 
of aa Orphaa GirL 

The DIarjr of a Pawnbroker* 

Niae IllastratloaSb 

Silver and Pc'vrteri or, GostiMil 

la New Tork Life. 



S'vreenjr Toddf 

Barber. 



or, Ths Bsflsa 



RKVOLUTIONART TALKS. 

PriM Twmtv-Five Onti eodk. 



TlWe Seven Brothers of Wy« 

omlng( or, The Brigaads of the 

ABMrieaa Revololioa. 
The Brigand I or, The Moaatala 

Cbl#f. 
The Rebel Bride. ABoTolatloa- 

ar J RoDUtnce. 
Ralph Rnnnloni or. The Oal- 

Iswa Doum. 



Flvlng Artillerist. A lUs if 

Hexicaa Treachery. 

Old Putt or. The Days of 7C A 

Rpvolotioaary Tale. 

IVau-nan-gce I or. The 

at Chicago. 

The Gnerllla Chief. A 
of War. Pviee 00 eeaia 



16 T. B. FETEKSON & BROTHERS' PTTBLICATIONS 



SKA AND PIRATICAIi TALES. 



pictorial lilfe and Ad-ren- 
tnres of Jaolc Adams, the oela- 

bmted Sailor and Mutineer. 60 cents. 

lalfe and Advcnturea of Ben 
Braccy the sSailgr. Prieo 00 oenta. 

Jhriee qf the following •*!«», am 

91i« Doonted Shlp^ or, The 
WrseJt of the Arctic Segiona. B7 
HuTj Haxel. 

Vbe Pirate's Son. Illutrated. 

Vlto Tkree Pirates | or, The 

Cruise of the Tornado. 

The Fl)rln|f Dntelimaa. 

Life of Alexander TardjTy the 
Pirate. 

The Fl|rin|p Yankee. Bj Hairy 
HaieL 

The Tanlcee Middy | or, The Two 

Frigates. 

The Gold Seekers f or, Groiae of 

the Lively Sally. 

The River Pirates. A Tale of 
New York, founded on Iket. 

Dark Shades of GItjr Life. 

A Sequel to ** BiTor Pirates. *^ 

The B.ats of the Seine % or. The 

BiTsr Thleres of Puis. 



The Petrel } or, Loto on Um Ooasa 
A Sea Novel eqnal to the be^ By Aa" 
mini Fisher. One volume. 60 cU. 

The Spitfire. A Tale of ibe 8«. 
By Capt. Ghamier. Price 60 oesta. 

only TwenJty-FfM OeniJi eaek, 

Yankees In Japan | or, Tis Ai* 

ventures of a Sailor. 

Rod King I or, The Corsair CUslkla 

Morffan. the Bnecaneeri e^ 

The Freebooters of the Antilles. 

Jaek Jnnkf or, The Tar fw all 

Weathers. 

DavlSf the Pirate | or. The Fle» 

hooter of the Paeiflc 

Vsadex, the Pirate | His Lift sjii 

Adventures. 

Jaek Ariel I or. Life on Board sa 

East Indiaman. 

Gallant Tom | or. The Fwils of Um 
Ocean. 

Yankee Jaek| or. The Perils of a 

Privateersman. 

Harry- Helm | or. The Cmise of Um 

Bloodhound. 

Harry- Tempest | «r, Ths Pirated 

Pro(sflr<». 



Freneh ^vrlthont 

In Biz Basy Lessons. 

Spanish 'vrlthomt 

In Four Basy Lessons. 

Gernian -wlthont 

In Six Bssy Lessons. 



LANOVAGBS 'WITHOITT A MASTSR. 

Pries Twentif-Fhx Otnta muh. 
\ Master. 



a Master. 



a Master* 



Italian ^prithont a Mastar. Is 

Fire Basy Lessons. 

Latin ifrithomt a Master. Is 

Six Easy Lessons. 

The whole of Uie Ave works are ate 
bound In one Tolume, doUi, for $l.S6. 



By Author of « IVILD IVKSTBRN SCEIVBS.*' 



Life and Adventures of Col. 
Vanderbomb. By author " Wild 
Weetem Scenes," etc. 60 cents. 

Life and Ad-rentures of Ned 
Lorn. By the author of " WUd West- 
ern Seeoes.** One voL, cloth. $1.00. 



The Ri-ral Belles f or, Uh Is 

Washington. By J. B. Jones, author of 
" Wild Western Scenes,*' ete. Twe 
Tolumes, paper oover. Price Sl.OO; 
or bound in one Tolnme, doth, ft>i 
$1.S6. {InFrtu.) 



RKBDLB-IVORK, BMBROlDBRIBS, BITC. 



Miss Lambert's Complete 
Guide to Bfeedle-work d& 
Bmbrolcleryi containiniK Clesr 
and Practical Instructioofi whereby 
any one cnn ea«ilv lenro how to do all 
fcind« of PUin and Faucj Nei»dtework, 
Tapestry Work, Turkish Work, Per- 
sian Work, Chenille, Braid, etc ; Ber- 
lin Patterns, Embroiderj. Stitches of all 



kinds. Lace Imitations, Mosale OasTS^ 
Canvas Work, Crochet, Knittlag, Vsi. 
tioj?. Bead Work, Russian Crochst, 
Eii.i^iD.irs. ete. ; Fringes, Scarfs, Shawls, 
Collarn, SHpp«r«, China Purses, Braid* 
ing and Applique, Implements, Yarie* 
ties of Silk, Materials, etc, etc. ; with 
113 Illustrations and Diagrams. By 
ICiss Lambert. Pries 91^. la slotk 



THE INITIALS: 

A STORY OF MODKKN LIFH 

Complete tu two ^ols«t p»|»cr cover« Prior Ont* Uoii«i av 

liomBd la one irot.yClolU. Price Oue Uolii&r iiuo 

T^vcntjr-FlTe Cenia a copy. 



T. B PBTEUSON, NO. 102 CHESTNUT STREET. Ptill^UELJ'iUA, 
just published this celebnited and world-renowned wurti it wilt ik 
ftiQod on perusal to be one of the best, as It is one of the most oelebniitro 
irorks ever published in the English language, and will live, and cob 
tiiiue to be read for generations to come, and rank by the vne ot ^ 
Widter Scott's celebrated noTcls. 

READ THE TABLE OF CONTENl'^ 

CBAPTBA 

XXV. The Onrret 
XXVI. The Discussion. 
XXVII. The Sle«lge. 
XXVIII. A UiillAttheMnscumGiu.^ 
XXIX. A Day of Fret?dom.* 
XXX. The Ma8«inernde. 
XXXI. Where is ihe UridegroomY 
xxxii. The Wedding atTrui:»ieme. 

XXXIII. A Change. 

XXXIV. The Arrangement. 
XXXV. The Uifiicultj Kemuxed. 

xxxvi. The Iron Works, 
xxxvii An Unexpt-cted Meetings 

and its Consequences. 
XXXVIII. The Experiment 
XXXIX. The Reculi. 
XL. Hohenfels. 

XLi. The ^choihen-tSchiessen, 
(Target Shooting- .Mutch.) 
XLii. A Discoiifbe. 
XLI 1 1. Aiicth«fr kind of DiRCour^e. 
XLiv. Tlie Jonrnvy IIuuih C'»m 

nicncfs. 
XLV. \\h»<t nccurrcdntlbi llrtai 
D'Aimle-terre in l^rHiik* 

iLvi. Halt! 
XLvii. CuucUisiitu. 



I. The Letter. 
II. The Initials 

III. A. Z. 

IV. A Walk of no common De- 

scription. 
▼. An Alp. 

VI. Secularized Cloisters. 
▼11. An Excursion, and Iletum to 
the Secularized Cloisters. 
Till. An Alpine Party. 
IX. 8alzbur«;. 

X. The R*>tum to Munich. 
The Uctrothiil. 
Di'ineMtic Details. 
A Truce. 

A New Way to Learn Qerman. 
The October Fete. A Lesson 
on I'ropriety of Conduct 
XVI. The Au Fair. The Supper. 
XVII. Lovers* Quarrels. 
X\ 111. The Churchyard. 
XIX. Oorraiio Soup. 
XX. The Warning. 
XXI. The Struggle. 
XMi. The Departure. 

XXI I I. The Long Day. 

XXIV. T^<» Christmas 

A<lidnight Mass. 
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Copies of either edition of the work will be sent to nny person, tc so) 
pa*t of the United States, fr^e of pontagf^ on their remitting the f i'ic«* o( 
tLe etlition they may wish, tc the publisher, in u letter. 

PtbbKhed and for rittle by T. It. PI-mCKSOlV. 

No. UrZ Clicntuut M., l'hllBUel|4,te 
r« •choiii all Orden ihoiild b« addreiaed, poit-paid. tttS) 



THE LOST HEIRESS. 

BY MRS. EMMA D. E. N. SOUTHWORTH. 

AUmOS OF " TEM DB8BRTED WIFB," " DISCARDED DAUOBTEB," " TIROIXIA AVB 

xigdalehb/ "curse or cliftok/' " sbajtnondale/' 

"the MOTHER-Dr-LAW," ETC., ETa, ETa 

Complete In tivo Toliuiiiesy paper eoTcr» Price One Dollar § or 
bound In clotl&t f^r One Dollar and Tmrentj-flve Gents* 

BEAD THE f OLLOWIKO OFINIOSrS OF THE PBE88. 

"Tbe exoellencies of the ' Lost Iloiresa' are many and great. We regard it 
B4 one of, if not Uie best, on the whole, of Mrs. Southworth's productions. For 
the brilliancy and point of her cooTcrsations, the ease and spirit of her narra- 
tive, the splondid and graphic character of her descriptions of natural scenery* 
and the general power and originality of her conceptions, she occupies a front 
rank among American writers of fiction. The moral is an exeollent one— eal- 
culated to do good to all its readers. The story is intensely interesting ; and 
while many of those who read it as it appeared in the Post, doubtless will em- 
brace this opportunity to obtain it in a more permanent form, those that have 
not read it may be assured that it abounds in all the excellencies of its author'a 
riirid and picturesque genius. Mrs. Southworth's characters are not merely 
names, but existences : they live and move before ns, each acting in aeconl- 
ance with their peculiar nature. Beautiful Maud Hunter! — shall we see and 
hear about you no more ? Noble statesman, devoted wife, unselfish parents, 
blessed and glorious ideals of true manhood and true womanhood — shiijl we no 
more weekly dwell upon the story of your beautiful wedded lives t Ah ! Mrs. 
Bouthworth, you have touched for us a deeper chord in this story, than in any 
other you have written. Others may not have felt like ns — though we know 
many unite in these words of praise— but to us, the moral nobility and beauty 
inculcated in this last novelet, give it a high rank among those works of the 
imagination whose eflfoct is to make their readers less selfish, more sacrificing^ 
nobler, better, and, in one word, more truly Christian. The work contains a 
beautiful portrait of Mrs. Southworth; with a fao-simile of her autograph, ex- 
ecuted on stee- as well as a view of Prospect Cottage, the residence of the 
authoress, on the Potomac" — JSaturdajf Evtning Pott* 

" This oelebrated work, by Mrs. Southworth, is her chef d'otuvre, and eo«i- 
tAins a beautiful portrait of the author, afao-simile of .:er autograph, and a 
Tiew of the author's residence. Mrs. 8. is unquestionably a writer of great 
genius and originality, and in the 'Lost Heiress' has excelled all her pro*ioiia 
efforts. Her works have hosts of admirers." — Saturday Oourur, 

Copies of the above work will be sent to any person at all, to any part of the 
Cnited States, /re« of pottagt, on their remitting the price of the edition laej 
May wish, to the publisher, in a letter, post-paid. 

Pablished and for sale by T. B, PBTER$90N« 

No* 10*^ Cheatuat 8t«« PliUadelphIa* 

T. B. Peterson also publishes a complete edition of Mrs. Sonthworth's octavo 
works : containing " The Deserted Wife," «The Mother-in.Law," ** Shannon- 
dale," and ** Virginia and Magdalene," bound in tne volume, cloth. Price 
Two Dollars. ** Curse of Clifton," ** The Lost Heiress," and <* The Discarded 
Daughter," are each published separately, in two vols., paper cover, price One 
i>oihu i Qt oound in one toL, cloth, for One Dol'jtf and Twenty five oenti 



THE DESERTED WIFE. 

BY MRS. EMMA D. E. N. SQUTHWQRTH, 

AnTBOR OF "tub lost RRinRRS," "THR CUR9R OF CLIFTON," "TDR VOTBJIi*> 

in-law/' **TIRaiNIA AND MAGDALENR/* "DISCARDED DAUtfETBR/' 

*'80A!lNOKn\Lfi/' KTC, ETC., ETC. 

OoHEplete In on« lars* volume. Prl«« Fifty Cents* 

BEAB THB FOLLOWING OPimONS OF THE PBE88. 

"Mrs. Southworth ifi a vrritcr of remarkable genius and originalitj , jiaal* 
fMting wonderful power in the vivid depicting of character, and in her glow- 
ing descriptions of sccnerj. Ilagnr, the heroine of the ' Deserted Wife,' is m 
raaignificeot being; while Rayinucl, Qusty, and Mr. Withers, are not moreW 
Dailies, hut existences ; — they live ond move before ns, each acting in aooord- 
anco with bis peculiar nature." — Philadelphia Saturday Evening PoH, 

" * The Deserted Wife,' is quite eqnal to either of the popular works which baf« 
obtained for this lady from critical authority the credit of being a 'writer of 
romarkabto genius and originslitr.' There is so lady writer in the country, 
who, in the exercise of a salutary influence on domestic character, has written 
•o much and so well, or who is so richly deserving the admiration of the general 
reader. The complete works of Mrs. Soutfaworth, which the enterprise of Mr. 
Petertton is now sending out in a neat and cheap stylo, will, wo doubt not, be 
fought after with avidity." — Philadelphia Sainrdajf Courier, 

** It is one of the most charming works we hare read for years. . The scenoi 
are located in Maryland and Virginia. This work should be read by all young 
ladies and young men ; and if its teachings should be followed, we should hare 
In our courts fewer divorce cases, and in married life less unhappiness. The 
cbarncters in this work are all original. Mr. Withers is strikingly original, 
and Ilagar, the heroine of the work, is both originsl and magnificent. We 
have read the story with great satisfaction." — Sunday Ifew§, Boeton, Maet, 

*' It is a no?el of unusual power and of thrilling interest. The scene is laid 
tn one of the Southern States, and the story gives a picture of manners and 
eustoins ainung the planting gentry, in an ago not far removed backward from 
the present. The characters are drawn with a strong hand. The purpose of 
the author professedly is to teach the lesson, ' that the fundamental causes of 
■nhappiness in a married life, are a defective moral and phgeical education— 
and a premature oontraction of the matrimonial engagement" — 7*rdy Whig, 

'* * The Deserted Wife,' is a work of unusual power and thrilling interoit. 
We can cordially recommend this work to our lady readers, as worthy ef 
pi»rusal."— Cincinnati Daily Timet, 

Copies of the above work will be sent to any person at all, to any part nf te 
Ufiitcil States, /ree o/ pottagef oo their remitting Fifty Cents to the pubUihar. 
tai a letter, post-paid ; or two copies will be sent for One Dollar. 

Published and for sale by T. B. PETCRS«ON« 

Ko. 102 Cbeetuttt St., PUlladelphtei 

T. B. Peterson also publishes a complete edition of Mrs. Southwortb's oeCeve 
works: contoining *' The Doscrtod Wife," «*The Mother- in-Law," "Shannon- 
dale,'* and '^ Virginia Slid Muj^dnlonc," neatly bound in one volume, cloth. 
Prire Two Dollars. " Ciir?e ..f Clifton," nnd " The Difcnrdcd Dtin:; liter," am 
each pttblifthed separately, in two volumes, paper cover, prioe One Dollar; of 
hound in one volume, cloth, gilt, for One Dollar and Tweuty-flrt Cents each. 



THE BOMAN TBAITOS; 

OR, THE DATS 07 

CICER O, CATO AN D CATALINE. 

BT HENST WILLIAM HESBEAT, 

AUTHOR OF " CROXTTELL," "THE BROTHERS," ETC. 



THIS SPLENDID WORK is pnblliihed complete in two lsns« toIoiimi^ of om SO 
pCfM ench, paper ooTer, price FIFTY CENTS a Tolame, or the whole worlc la haxA 
fomely bound in one ▼olome, doth, price ONE DOLLAR AND TWENTY-FIVB CENTS. 

This In one of the meet powrrfol Romui atoriee in the Engliah leugnege, and la of 
UMlf enfBeif^t to stamp the writer aa a powerful man. The dark intrlgoea of the 
days which Cnear, Salluat, and Cicero made illuatrious ; when Oataline defied and ahnosl 
defeated the Senate ; when the plota which ultimately OTerthrew the Roman Repubtto 
were being Ibnned, are doacrfbed in a maaterly manner. The book deaenrea a promt- 
nent poaition by the aide of the great BeUwm CtiiaUmarium of Salloi^ and, if we "*Hr^T 
not, will not fUl to occupy a prominent place among those pioduoed in AmarfaL 

BEAD THE FOLLOWIKO OFINIOire OF THE FBE88 ABOUT IT. 

JVom Vu PkOaddphia Bomtng BuUdin, qf Sgotember Sri 1U8 

" Since the publication of *The Last Days of Pompeii/ no Action of daaslc times has 
appeared at all equal to this. The period ehoaen by Mr. Herbert ia eren better auited 
than that selected by Bulwer, both to delineate the manners of andent Rome and to 
enchain the attention of the ivader. Thoroughly conversant with the age of which ha 
writes, praetiapd aa a moralist, and enthudaatic in hia aul^ect, our author haa, in this 
work, executed hia maater>plece, and may well challenge Ibr it intdligeiit criticism, aa 
well aa popular applause. The character of Cataline, the hero of tlw Tolume, in the 
■enae at leaat in which * BaUbnr of Burley ' ia the hero of ' Old Hortality.* ia boldly and 
arUatScally drawn, not indeed In the dark colors of Sallust, but in the milder tints 
which more Catholic historians bare Used. There are so ftw books in the language 
which the scholar and ordinary reader can alike peruse with pleasure, that Mr. Herbert 
nay Ikirly oonaider himself entitled to the very highest praise Ibr hia suoeessftil pr(^ 
ducUon, in ' The Roman Traitor,' of such a work. The publiaber has iaaued the noTCl in 
a baodaoma style, bound in embossed cloth, so pleasant to all who lore pleaaant books." 

frem Os BaUfmort BqnMican and Jrgtu, qf SqaL 2(1, 1853. 

** This Is the title of a new and powerAilly written story from the pen of H. W. Her- 
liert, whidi of itself would plaoe the author among the tlrst writers of the day. Mr. 
Herbert is already wdl known as an author of no common merit, and this worfc 
most giTs him a permanent place in the fh>nt rank of the literary men of the iig«i. 
It ill a Dock which may be placed in the library of every man, uid will be often referred 
to with pleasure. The book has been publiKhed by T. B. Peterson, and la put up ia a 
style suited to the character of the work, and is altogether an interesting and handioma 
Tolnme." 

jnvm fkt PhOadapMa DoOar Newspaper, tf SfL TO, ISM 

* This Is a work calculated to ezdte a liTely interest In llterair drdes. Roman hi» 
tory CTer has a charm for the youthftil inquirer after koAwiadgA. mni bf» inteping 
historical CkU steadily in Tiew, the garb of fiction, withouv matenai aetnmen^, r. 
neatly add to the number of readers. In the story which the author haa woven round 
the prindpal incident* in the lllh and history of Cataline, he claims to have aJbMt<d 
■erupulouslT to dates, ftctn, and the htstoriral characters of the indidduals introtluccd. 
The great aim of the author is to popularise the inddente of Roman history, and by 
ATolding the oemmon errora of writora in the aame field, who hare preeedcni him, of 
appearing learniNl, to bring hia matter down to the comprehendon of the niaM of the 
ivading public He has aimed leaa at portraying Oreeks and Romana, than at deplrting 
BMP— assuming that In all ages '-the human heart is still the human heart, cun^uiin^l 
by the same psMions, chilled by the same grielk, buming with the same Joys, and, la 
the main, actuatiid by the same hopes and fears.' " 

Ihrice tor the complete work, in two Tolumes, in paper cover. One Dollar rnly , or a 
fln« r edition, printinl on thicker and better paper, and handw)mely bound in one rcluuit^ 
D^tiRltn, Rilt. H publiihpd for Ooe Dollar and Twcnty-flve Centa. 

Cni<i**ii of either t'diUon of th« work will be nent to any porw>n at all, to any fMirt of 
tli*< liuit4^ States, 1h» of poetaKC, on their nfmltting th« price of the edition tbry wialk 
to the imblishcr. in a Utter, po»t-paid. Published and for sale by 

,, T. B. PKTBRSOV, 

^* No. lOA Ckcatnnt SUoct« PlUlAdalphiA. 
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BY VAUIOUS good A17TUOK8. 
Iron Cross. Bj SyiTsaiu 



Cobb, Jr. Price 2AceaUL 

9h« Klng*s Cruisers. BjHarrj 
HsmL Price 2!i cents. 

Charles Ransfordi or, Lots on 
BMrd s Cmker. Pries 25 esnts. 



Sybil Grey I or, The Triaiftpbt «f 
vlrtne. A Bom&nee of ibs Opsik 
Price 25 eents. 

Tlie Mysterious Marrlayo. i 

Trae KomaLcs of Hew York Ufi 
Pries 25 eeaU. 



BXCBLIiBNT BHILIiINO BOOKS. 

PriM W/i eeitU mek, or Ktghi/or $1.00. 



Oltrlstatas Carol. By Cbsrlse 
DickenA. Pries 12^ oenU. 

Vl»e Chimes. ByCbarlee Blekens. 
Pries 12K eeate. 

Cricket on the Hearth. By 

Cbarles Dlckena. Price 12^ ceo U. 

Battle of Life. By Cha.letf Dickent. 

Prioe 12H c«at«. 
Vhe Holly - Trre Inn. By 

Cbsrie* Dick^as. Prico 12^ c«mtii. 

Be^en Poor Travelers. By 

Clmriee Dii-k<*nii. Price \1<^ CfOtn. 

Behoolboy* and other Stories* 

6/ ChiirlcM IHckfuif. Pricfl \'1^\ c«;au. 

BiMtrr Roue. By CbariM Uickeae. 
IVtcA 12 ^ e<»iitii. 

Etlr.zle I^elgh, idiI Bllner's 
l)au|;htere. By Clmrle* Dlckene. 

PriM \1^ LVilU 

ITho Haunted Man, s id The 
Ghoet's Baraaln. B Cbarlss 
Pries liH^Mts. 



By Albert 
Mott tbt 



Mother and Stepmother. By 

Cbsrlee Dickena. Price 12>^ centa. 

A Wife's HtorT. From Uouiiebuld 
WordK. Prioe \i^ oputM. 

Yello^fT Mnak. Fmm Uuiwebold 
Wordn. PriC4» 1-2^ e«n». 

Throne of Iniquity. 

Baroeit. Price X'l^i r<*ut!«. 

'Woman. By Larrf'tia 
Qunkcr l*r«»acli»»r. Price 12>,' <ou'». 

Game of Bnchre and Us 
Liavvs. Price Vl^\ c^nta. 

Dr. Berf(*a Answer to Ar«rh» 
blaliop llui^nca. ]2>i c^uu. 

Dr. Berg*s Lecture on %he 
Jesuits. Price 12^ eta. 

Life of the Rev. John fit 
MaAt. Price 12^ c^Dtn. 

Odd Fellowship Kxposed. IV 

luntrwted. Price 1 2 \i ceate. 

Moroaonlsm Exposed* Fall *4 
BncnflB^ FrisslSitf 



VIOImA; 

OR, 

ADVENTURES IN THE FAB SOUTH-WEST 

BT EMERSOK BENNETT, 

%STHOB or '< CLARA MOEKLAND," ** rOBOBO WILL," *<KAn OLABBBDOB," 
"BBIDB OFTUR WIL1IKE1IB88," " WALDB-WABBIB," "FiOIBBB't DAOOK* 
ffBB,*' BTO.y ETC. 

mULD THE FOLLOWme OPIinOVB 0? TES PSXSS: 

^ W« have peruaed thlt work with Mais ttttmitioo, tod do not baiiteto to mtmommm 
N on* of the Ter j bent produetioM of the talented aathor. The eueiMe ue laid in TexMi 
■ad the a4)oiBing flrontier. There to not a iwge that doei not glow with thrilling and 
lateretitiDg Incident, and will well repay the leiider fcr the tiaee oeenpied Id pemslnff (t 
The eharacten are most admirably drawn, and are perftctly natural thnNigbont.\Vt 
have derlTcd eo much gratitlcation from the perusal of thia chamiug noTel, that we an 
anziouf to make our reader* ahara it wHh oa; and, at the aame time, to reoommend H 
to be read by all peraona who are Ibod of ronmntio adventurea. Mr. Bennett la a apt* 
ilted and vigoroua writer, and hla works dcaerre to be generally read ; oot only bitfimw 
they are well written, but that they are, in moat part, taken ftvm events rnnnccled 
with the Liatory of our own eountrjr, fh>m which much Taluable tnJbnnathm la deriTedp 
and ahould, therefore, hare a double elaim upon our pnfereneo, orer thone woriu where 
the tni^identa are gl'^aned from the romantic l^^ends of old eaatlea, and foreign cliaMai 
The book to printed on fine paper, and to in every way got up In a style highly eredltahto 
lo the entorpriaiag publisher." 

*« It to a spirited tale of frontier lilb, of which * Clara Horeland' to the •a^nel and 
flonelusion. Mr. Bennett seems to delight in that (Md of action and adrentare, where 
tX)oper won his laurels ; and which to perhaps the moat captiTating to the genaru mind 
Of all the walks of fiction. There has been, so for, we think, a ataady Unprovenent \m 
hto style and atorias; and hto popularity, asa neoeasaiy oonaeqnanee, haa been and to ba- 
anaaing. One great aecret of the popularity of theae out-door norela, aa we may call 
thea, to that there to a ftaahneaa and rimplidty of the open air and natural world about 
them— free from the doaeneas, intonaity and artifidality of the gaa-Ugh^Al world ra* 
Taaled In workathat treat of the Tioea and dtosipationa of large dttoa^—PMIads^Ui 

*<Thto is one of the beat produetiona of Mr. Bennett The aeenM are In and near 
Taiaa. Brery page glowa with thrilling Intereat, and the charactera are well drawn and 
fiiatained. An interaating lore plot runa throuih the book, whldi givea a foithfril r^ 
preaentotion of Ufo In the for South-Weat Mr. PeteraoB has iaaoed Vnla in his wnal 
Mat atyte» and it to destined to have a great rmx.**''CtbU9m Triimru. 

** We have reeelTed the abora work and found time to oiTe it an examinalkm. The 
•ranea are laid moatly In Tezaa, and pictured with all toe TiTidnaaa for which the a»> 
tbor la ao oalebrated. Thoaa who are particularly fond of wild and romantic adrentnrsf 
■my aafely calculate upon finding * Ybla' auited to thair taato. It to weU wiftttaa vU 
handsomely printed.**— lloily Jaiamal, ChieagOt lU. 

'* It to a Tery intoreettng book. The scenes of thto moat ezdtlng and Intereattng R» 
aanee are found In Texas before and during the late Mexican war. It to written with 
Btieh apirit and pathoa, and abounda In stirring Inddente and advantnrea, and haa tm 
Intareating and romantk ioTe-plot interworen with it; and to a foithfod repraaentotlas 
cC * Life in the Far Sontb-Weat' The author of * Viola,* wiU rank among the noil 
mnmlar of American Noreltota, and aided by the great eiMiKy and enterprise of hto jnil^ 
l^har, T. B, Peteraon, to foat becoming a general foTOrite.^^fliBS««c Jtt ^ ec fc , if. T 

**Thto thrilling and Intereating norel— «qnal to anything the celebrated aafhor 99m 
wrote— haa been toaned in a fifty cent Tolnme; and we would adviae eTenr one wha 
vante to gAt the Talue of hto money, to get the book. Bennetfa worka ate the meet ta» 
iBNatUg of any now published.**— IVitlem JBmpormm, Ouman tami, Ohio, 

THIS BEAUTirUL AMD OBLBBRATED WORK to pnbltohed complete te one ^argt 
VoSonie of near 800 pagea, paper oorer, price Tim GBNTS; or the work to hamlaMaa^y 
Wnnd In one Tolnme, eloth, gilt, price SBTENTT-VIVB CSNT8. 

Oofdes of either «dltloB of the ahote work will be aent to any paraon at ail, to ny 
part of the United States, ftwe of postage, on fhdr remitting the price of tha adttkatfaig 
vkh, to thapohUlhar, hi a letter, postpaid. Pnbltohed and for dale b^ 

T. B. PBTVRBOir, 
Uo. 109.0hMtB«C Str««tt FfottaOlpfcUL 



THE FORGED WILL 

BY EMERSON BENNETT, 

AuraoR or '*claba morbland," ** viola." <* pionscb's daitqhtbr." bto 

THIS CBLKBRATKD AND BBACTIFUL WoAK !■ publiahad eompleto In cu 1ai|i 
Wlvme, ofom aoo pagM, paper eoT«r, prieo FIVTT CENTS ; or ttM work Ib h a iMtoww ^y 
ftroBi In tmm volua«, cloUi, gilt, prioe ONE DOLLAR. 

ONE HUNDRED THOUSAND COPIES OF THE FORGED WILLI will te foM bi 
A diort ttaw, mvI It will haw a nu wad popuUzltj Moond only to Uoda Tin't Oahln. 
Tka PrMt erflrywhera art uDanimow in Iti pialie^ af balng on* «*f Iha Boat powatftaUy 
wrlttm worka In the languaga. 

TUK FOROED WILL ia tnily • calebratad wock It haa been mining throngk 
Um oolumnaof tlia Philadelphia Dollar Newapape;, where it haa been appearing Ibr ten 
weeka, and has proved itielf to be one of the moat popular nouTelettes that haa •▼•> 
appeared in the oolomna of any newapapor in tlda coontry. Belbre the Iburth paper ^h 
pearad, the baek nanberi, (althov^h aeTeral thooaand extra of tiie three former nnmbera 
were priuted,) oould not be obtained at any priee» and the pablishers of the paper 
were forced to Uaue a Supplement sheet of the flrat three papers of it, Ibr newsnbeeriberi 
to their paper, which indnoed the publisher to make an arrangement with the popular 
author to bring it out in a beantiftil style for the thousands that wish it in book form 

If Emerson Bennett had neTor written hia many deli|^tftil and thrilling storios of 
border lifo, of pndrie seenea, and Indian warfora, this new story of the * Foaais Will' 
would hare plaoed his name on the record aa one of the best of Ameriean noTelists. Tha 
aeanea, principally, of this moat eaptiTating norel, are laid in the dty of New York ; and 
moat glowingly the author pietures to us how the guilty mi^, for a time, eaeapa tha 
justiee of the law, but only to ftel tha heary hand of retribution sooner or later ; hour 
▼lee may, for a time, triumph over ▼Irtue, but only for a time ; how crime may lie eoO' 
•Baled, until ite very security breeds azpoaurs; how true Tirtua gives way to no t«m|^ 
latton, but beara the ilia of lift with patience, hoping for a better day, and rqfoleaf 
Irtomphant in the end. In short, from base hypocrisy he tsars the veil that hides iti 
hoge deformity, and givea a true picture of life aa it exists in the erowded ei^ Wa do 
tordially recommend thia book for iteaseaUant noraL It is one that should be dvanlatedi 
for it mud do good. 

Price for ttia complete work, in ona toIum, In paper oorar, Fifty Oente only; «r • 
tnar edition, printed on thicker and better paper, and handsmnaly bound fai osm Toluma^ 
■Miin, gil^ is pnbliabad for One Dollar. 

T. B. PETERSON also publldiea fha following worka by Emw w n Bennatt, alfhar at 

•n of which will be aent by mail, free of poalage, to any one, on raoaipt 9t tha pvleas 

nuMxed to them. All should sand for ona or mora of them at onoab KoonawlU< 

ngret the money aent 

CLARA nORBL AN D | or, AdTvntnrN in the Far Boutfa-Waat By 
Bennett, author of tha « The Forged WUl,* " Viola," ato. Thia haa proved to be om 
•f the moat popular and powerftil noovelettea ever written in Amerieai aSd pagaa. Pilaa 
fifty Cento in paper ooTors, or ONE DOLLAR in doth, gilt 

THB mOHBKR'S DAVOHTBR. By BmaBson Bennett, anthor d «Ctam 

Moreland,* ** Forged Will," eta. Price M cents. 

W AUDB-IV ARRBM, a Tale oi areumstantial Evidence. By BaanM Bm 
•att, author of ** Viola," ** Pioneer's Daughter,** et& Price 25 cents. 

If IOI« A I or, Adventuras in tha Far Soath-Weat '3y Emerson Bennett anther of 
•Tba Pioneer's Daughter,** " Walda-Warren," ate. Price AC centa. 

Oipiea of either edition of tha above worka will be aent toany person at all, to a^y 

part of the United States, ft«eox postage, on their remitUng the price of the aditkm thaf 

tothaptihUahar,ia*lottar,poatpald. PnbUabed and for Sale bv 

T. B. PBTBR^OW, 



A NEW COOK BO OK, BY MISS lESUE, fOR THE MILUON. 

MISS LESLIE'S 

''NEW REC EIPTS FOR GOOKINB," 

BEAB WHAT THS EDIT0B8 OF HEWSPATBS8 8AT OF H. 

f Thfi l« ft lug«i well-bound Tolume of OTor Ave huidrwl MSM* kbA indndct fai it 
over one thonaand receipts nerer befi»tt publinbed in any of Mia Ledle't other irork% 
■fOOompanied by a well-arranged Indei, by wbkh any dedred receipt may be tamed t9 
•t onee. The receipts are for cooking all kinds of meats, ponltc7i game, plea, Ao, witt 
direoUons for confectionery, ices and preserves. It Is entirely different firom any former 
work by Hiss Leslie, and contains new and fresh accessions of nsefiil knowledge, flia 
merit of these receipts is, that they haTe all been tried, and therefore can te reenn- 
mended consdentioosly. Miss Leslie has aoqaired great reputation among hoosekeepen 
for the excellence of her works on cookery, and this Tolame will doubtless enhance it. 
It is the best bo(A on cookery that we know of; and while it will be usefbl to matrons^ 
to young honsewlTes we should think it quite indispensable. Bt the aid of this book, 
the young and inexperienced are brought nearly on a footing wi^ those who hare seen 
service in the culinaxy department, and by having it at hand are rendered tolerably 
independent of hdpf which sometimes becomes very rslkiactoty. The best regulated 
fiunilies are sometimes taken a little by surpxim by the unUmelv stepping in of a friend 
to dinner— to such Miss Leslie is the mend indeed, ready as her book is with instmetiQoa 
for the hssty production of various substitutes for meals requiring timely and elaborate 
preparation. The book is not, however, wholly confined to receipts in cooking. A lUr 
proportion of the volume is devoted to useful information on all subjects whatever ooo- 
neeted with gvneral housewifery : the preservation of health, and the cleansing and 
keeping of articles of wearing apparel." — PhUaddjiMa DoUar NewtpegMr, AprO 20^ 1864. 

** Hiss Lesux's Niw Rxckipts for Cookino all kinds of meats, poultry, game, ^e«, Ao, 
with directiona for confectionery, ices and preserves, has been j>ublisfaed by T. B. PetsP' 
ion. It is entirely different from any former work by Miss Leslie, and contains new 
and fresh accessions of uaefril knowledge. The merit of theee receipts is that ther luiTe 
all been tried, and therefore can be recommended consdenUously. Miss Leslie has •» 
quired great reputation among housekeepers for the excellence of her works on cooki&rjf 
and this volume will doubtless enhance it It is the best book on eooktxr thai m 
know of.**— PAiZofie^td PObUe Ledger, April 21, 1854. 

** We do not daim to be deeply Tersed in the art of cookery ; but a lady, skilled fai fh* 
art, to whom we have submitted this work, assures us that there is nothing Uke It 
wiUiin the drde of her knowledge ; and that having this, a housekeeper would need no 
other written guide to the mysteries cf housekeeping. It contains over l,00a new r^ 
oeipts. which the author haa fUllv tried and tested; and th^ relate to almost erafj 
eoncelvable dish— flesh, fish and fowl, aoups, sauces, and sweetmeats; puddings ima 
and piddles; cakes and confoetlonery. There arn, too, lists of artidcs suitable to go 
together for breaklksts, dinners and suppers, at different seasons of the year, for nlsoi 
ibmily meals, and elaborate company preparations ; which must be of great oonveiiieDesu 
Then there are directions pertaining to tne manuJketurB and care of household articles, 
•mbraeing laundry work, needle work, care of furniture, ftars, woolens^ manufoeture of 
Tarious articles of use about a house, or in traveling, directions for preparing for » 
Journey, a sea-voyage, Jtc, Ac. Indeed, there appears to be, as our lady fHend ramarkedt 
•verrthing in this book that a housekeeper need to know ; and having this book sba 
would seem to need no other to afford her Instruettoii about housekaepiag."— JBMm 
Meentno Traveier, April 26, 1854. 

** This handsome volume oont^ns ample and important Instmetions for thoas wlM 
would understand the culinary art-Hin art practised, or abused, every day, in eveiw 
household. It is a sequel to Miss Leslie's old book, called ** Directions ibr Cookery,* and 
comprises a rery large number of receipts, manv of them from ladies at the South, 
and others from France, frunishing spcdJIe directMus for the preMration of every good 
thing ibr an elegant table, and also for all such articles as are required in IhmUisa that 
live well, but moderately.*'— CAriiMan Obeerver, April 29, 1854. 

▲ copy of this new, popular and celebrated Gook Book, entitled « MISS LBSUB'S 

KSW RKGSIPT8 FOR OOOSlNa," will be sent to any person at all, bj return of nail^ 

Una of postage, on their remitting Ona Dollar to the publisher, in a letter, post-p^M. 

PabUdMdandforialabj T. B* PBTKR80N, 

Bo. 109 ClaaatBvt Straat, Plill«aalpkl». 

JK^ Orders from Booksellers, News Agents^ Paddlen, OanTasBors, and all otbsn|W^ 
bo tfaankftUly reeslved, and they will ^mm Mod thair ordsn at oaei^ and thaj ml ha 
filed with promptness and dispatch. 



LIFE IN THE SOUTH. 

A COHFANION TO 

UNCLE TOM'S CABIN. 



C«B|I«M la OM luga Oetna toIum of tOO pagM. tOnt, IMj Onta. 

^WUtahfd ««h tmiton Aill BU(, nMUd IQnrtntloDi. iHlciHd br DirltT. udtMnii 
tkth*liHnnTl«iirut,>Ddl>iiiiudmtii>fliwttiBtidpi>ta|MiHi. Ospki of h wiu £• m« 
t» M» ant la ut bIic*, bn gf nitM*, sn tMr iwaltllng TUtr Cnti ts Oh sbUIAw Kt • 

T. B. PETERSON, 



FICTOBIAI. UFZ Am) ASTENTUSES 

DAVY CROCKETT. 



200 pagM. FriM Tlftr C 



]lDt«]l1iihp<l vKh rjll vnR*. iplTlted IllafllniUonB. detlj^ord bv Stf^phenn, ftod eiicr>T«4 h 
tksBlMit BtjlBof art, hr Ife^lrr. A ^ tAc fli/jr cmnf^U on^f xnrdrM^ edttim ^ O^Ii^^ 
Barf (^tKlMl. nrr ptiUitliiii In Olt Unital .tBla, Copiwor II wILlba nnttowlTaM » Mr 
>lwi^ ftsa of pHtigv. on tfadr Ruijniiic tlltj OenCi to Ih* FnbUdi'i fcr i co^ 

takUAii ux te B«V br T. a. PETERSON, 



'THE WATCHMAin" 
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, nlotk, (LBS t or twa TOlnnai, papsr aavar) IliOfc 



READ THE FOLLOWING OPINIONS OF THE PRESS : 
Tin WAipiHtH M riiHHd u HWr'i • pod miw, id LI will. ImtUfla, itM »» ll jMt 11 « 

lj» hl^ » ow —i ■»■ nuiiit -ir V I'-^c iTi I I ' It ij i(*TW TiM|ii|>m - 



T. B. rSEIBSOS, PvUiihw, lo. IM CkMtaU BtiMt, PhllidslyMfc 



rjkilkltoUN o Iil/lb/l/fiNlk 

THE BEST AND CHEAPEST IN THE WORLD FOR LADIES. 

This popular mouthly will be gitmtly improved fur 1 860. It hac a circuUtion of nmrfy 
lOU.OOO : or ttnt timi't at much as any tdittr two dollar Hagaziru. It contaiiM nmu-l j 
1000 pages of double oolumn reading matto- yearly: from 25 to SO Steel Plates and 
•bout 800 Wood EngraTlngs: prcportionaldy more than any periodical, at any priet, 
giiea. The newspapert, very generally, pronounce it tuptrwr in flumjr rupcettf to IA« 
tkrm dollar Magannti, Subscribe fbr it, and 

SAVB A DOLLAR. 

The ttorlei in « Peterson" are conceded to be M« htxt puhUthed anyuthfre. The 
editors are Mrs. Ann S. Stephens, author of " Mary Derwent,'* ** Fashion and Famine;* 
and Charlea J. Peterson, author of **The Old Stone Mansion," *<Kate ATlesford/' **The 
Valley Farm," eta, etc. ; and they are assisted by Alice Carey, by Frank Lee Benedict, 
bT the author of <* Susy U's Diary," by T. S. Arthur, R. L. Chandler Moulton, Mehita- 
bie Holyok^ Virginia F. Townsetftl, Carry Stonley, Caroline E Fairfield, Ellen Asliton, 
Roenlie Oroy, K Deweee, A. L. Otis, and all the most ]>npn1ar female writers of America. 
In addliion to the usual quantity of stories, tliere will be given in 18<X), seTeral 

THRILLING COPY-RIGHT NOVELETS 

Equal in merit, at least, to thoae for which this Magazine has already attained sudi 
celebrity, nn'l superior to those to be found anywhere else. Morality end Virtue are 
alwavs inculcated. ClTgymen reeommend thit Magazine particularly fitr Jamiliet in 
which thert art daughter$. Its pictorial embellishments are unrivalled. lu 

BUFISBB MEZZOTINTS & OTHEB STEEIi ElfGHAVINaB 
Excel those In any other Magazine, and one at least is given in every number. Its 

COLORED FASHION PLATES IN ADVANCE. 

4^ IT IS TBS OKLT XAGAIINI WH08X FASmOST PL1TX8 CAN BK BXLXXD OIf.*Vt 

Each nnml)er contains a Fashion Plata, engraved on steel, and cnloi:p;1 ; also, a dnsea 
or more New Styles, engraved on wood : also, a Pattern. fh>m which a Dress, ManHUa, 
or Child's Costume can to cut, without the aid of a mantua-maker— so that each Numher, 
In this way, will SAVE A YEAR'S SUBSCRIPTION. The Paris, London, Philadelphia 
and New York Fashions are described at length, each month. Engravings of new styles 
of Caps, Bonnets, Head Dresses, Mantillas, Cloakai Capes, UnderOarments, Ac, A&, 
given in great profusion in every num^. 

COIiORED PATTERNS IN EBffBROIDERT. 

The Work-Table department of this Magazine IS WHOLLY UNRIVALLED. Ererj 
Number contains a dozen or more patterns in every variety of Fancy work; Crochet, 
Embroidery, Knitting, Bead-work, Shell-work, Hair-work, Wax Flowers, Stained Olasa, 
Leather-work, Painting. Photographs, Ac., Ac, with full detcriptuMM. Every Numbor 
eontalnsa SUPERB COLORED PATTERN FOR A SLIPPER. PURSE. CHAIR 
BEAT, or some other useftil, or ornamental article, and each of these woold cost at % 
rstall storey Fifty cents; (Aese oon bt had in no other American Jtoffoeine, 



Will also be given in 1800. In addition, other receipts f(»- the Utdien, for hoas«kee|ring 
In general, for invalids, for making cosmetics, Ac , Ac., will be given ia every Number. 
49*A PIECE OF NEW AND FASHIONABLE MUSIC WILL APPEAR 
EACH MONTH. Also, hints for the ToUette^ BtiqaeCtab ud all matters IntaresUnc 
toLMlifli. T&T IT FOB OHB TEABI 



TERMS-ALWAY8 IN ADVANCE: 



One Copy for One Tear, - $8.00 
IKree copies for One Year, 6.00 
^ve Copies for One Tear, 7.50 



Eight Copies, One Tear, .$10.00 
Twelve Copies, One Tear, 16.00 
Si:iteen Copies, One Tear, 80.00 



pRnninf 8 fob Obttxho up Clubs. Three, Five, Bif^t, Twelve, or Sixteen copies mate 
a Club. To every person getting up a Olnb of Three, and remitting Five Dollars; or a 
Club ot Five, and remitting Seven Dollars and ahalf; or a Club of Bight, and nunifr- 
tirg Ten llollar^: wo will st-nd; pralit, our two splendid MEZZOTINTS of NIAGARA. 
To crery i)orson getting up a Club of Twelve, aod remitting Fifteen Dollars we will send 
either an extra copy of the Manxine fur lb60, or the two splendid Mexzotlnts of Niagara, 
as thf> gi'tter up may prefer. To every person getting up a Club uf Sixteen, and reui^ 
ting Twenty Dollars, we will send the two splendid MexsoUnts of Niagara, and also a« 
•xtra copy for 1800. The Henotints are each 12 Inches by 25. 

Jddreu, poet paid, CHARLES I PETERSON. 

806 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia. 
*AU Postmastan ocmstitatsd Agants. A Specimen sent when dssirad. 



THE SOMAN TSAITOB; 

OR, THS DATB OF 

CICER O, CATO AND CATA LINE. 

BT HEITBY WILLIAM HEBBEBT, 

AITTHOR or "CROKWISLL," "THB BROTHERS/' BTC. 



BBAD THE FOLLOWIHO OPINIOHB OF THE FBE88 ABOUT IT. 

JVtNiia« PMZod^pMs Satmrdajf Cvmrier, </ SepL 100k, 1863. 

** ttkm BttCorlcal vmojam if themoit powerful/ wnraght work which Um hidonltahb 
fmina of th« author haa ever produced ; and la amply Huffldent of itwlf to atamp thi 
«rrit«r as a powerful man. The utartling achemes and plota which preceded the ot«iw 
tturow of the great Soman Republic, afford ample acope Ibr hla vell-practlaed pen, ani 
we may add he baa not only been fortunate in producing a work of a uoh maaterly pre- 
IniftSona, but Mr. Herbert la equally ao in the good taate, energy, and tact of hia entei^ 
ptiakng pnblldier. The bo<dc it admirably brought out, and altogether m«y be aat dowa 
■a one of Patoraon'a ' great hlta* la literatuva." 

From Oa PkHaddphia Dotty Anmyrvanilni, ^ SqpL UA, 18SS. 

■* The author has rfldo one of hia happiest efforta, and giren in tbia Tolnme a tala 
wbSoh will atand the Jiit of the moat rigid critleiam, and be read by ail lorera of liters 
ture that embodiea the true, the thrilling, the powerful, and the aubliae. In fret, wt 
would bare thought it impceaible to produoe auch a tale of the Repnblle in theee latter 
d^ra; but here we have it— Sergiua Oataline, Oethegua, Caaaiua, and the raat of that 
dark band of eonapiraton, are hera diaplayed in their true portraita. Thoae who hara 
raad * Salluaf with care, will reeonlae the truthfUl portraiture at a glance, and aee the 
heroea of deep and treadberoua TilTainy dreaaed out in their proper defil-doing chancier. 
On the other hand, we have Cicero, the orator and true friend of the Commonwealth 
of Rome. We hare alao hia noble ootemporarlea and eoatUutora, all in thia Tolume. 
Would that apace permitted for a mora extended notice, but we are compelled to forbear. 
One thing la certain— if thia book contained nothing moM than the atoiy of Paulina 
Anina, it would be a iaie of thrilUng intereat." 

Fnm tta Clndandt OMs Tnu Dfrnccratf </ SepL 8M, 1653. 

**Thoee who hare peruaed the former worlca of thia diatingui»b«d author, will not 
idl to procure thia book— It ia a thrilling romance, and the rbaracten -brorcht for* 
ward, and the Intereat with which they are oonatantly iuTeated, will inaura lor It • 
gnat run." 

Pnm Ou PhOaddpkia City Jlon, t^ StpL 10M, 1868. 

"The Roman Traitor demanda eameat commendation. It ia a pown^l prodnetlon— • 
pnhapa the bighent effort of the brilliant and aucoeaufnl author. A thorough hiatorlaa 
and a carefiil thinker, he ia well qualified to write learnedly of any p«*riod of the world*! 
hialorj. The book ia publiahed in tasteful atyie, and will adorn the centre-table." 

From Qu Bodon AwiAi^ Tratuaripi, qf SepL 8lA, 1853. 

•■ Tbia la a powerfully written tale, flUed with the thrilling inddenta which havemada 
the period of whic^ it apeak* one of the darkest in the biatory of the Roman KepubUe 
The lorera of excitement will find in ita pagea ample food to gratify a taata for the dark** 
phaaaa of lifo*a drama." 

fVom M# PhOadtipkla Shmday Diapateh, of Skpt 4M, 1863. 

*■ CataMne'a conaptrary haa been selected by Mr. Herbert aa the anltfect of thia aloi^ 
raking the biatorioftl incidenta aa recorded by the moat authentic autliom, he haaworet 
troutid tJtem a net-work of incident, lore and romance, which ia utirring and exciting 
The faithful manner in which the author has adheriMl to hiKtory, and tho graphic aty^ 
Ir whl«*h hit df-Mrriptfona abound, atimp thia aa one of the moat excellent of hia many 
■HjocMifiil oOTela.** 

Price for the eompl«*te work. In two rolnmea, in paper coTcr, One Dollar only : or a 
tiker edition, printi^ on thicker and better papt^r, and haodiiomfly bound in one voluma 
Bunlin, gilt. \f> pubitxhH fi>r One Doller and Tw^nty-fiTi" Cfittx 

O }.i«*a of eitluT edition of the work will be ft>nt to any iiprwin at all. to any p»r« ot 
Uie I'nit*^ States. (Vif of poatairp, on their n«mitttnfc thi* |irii-«> .-)f the edition thvy vuth 
10 the pobliaher, In a lutter, post-paid. Publish*!!! and for Male by 

T. B. PRTKR.VOH, 
<u Ho. IDS Chaatawc S(rc»t, Flilladalplfcl* 



Bead the Notices of the Press below. 

BY EMERSON BENNETT. 

rrtoe Fifty Cento in Paper Cover ; or, One DolUur in Cloth, GQ^ 



BXAD THE FOLLOWING OPIKIOHS OF THE FSS88. 

* Thin |p dfddadly th« bent norel Mr. Bennett has written. lie telle hie etory w#lV 
ei^ 9^ hile leading the reader orer the pniiriee of Texas into the haunti of the vile 
tndiaaa, or amonif the e«iuall7 sarage bands of lawlera men, that once iri?re the terroi 
if that oountry: hf pr«*w>nts the crmarlcable trao^tions in the fbrtunee of his hero, le 
» manner which, thoufch oftpn startling, are yet within the bounds if probability, flit 
lalogue Is fKO'<d, gmwini; ea;rily out of the situation and condition of the intprloeutorsi 
and presenting oraasionally, espodaily in response, an epigrammatie poise, that !■ 
worthy of all praise. The plot abounds with advi^nture, and ptreents isany scnntHi of 
■Cartling Interest, while the denouement is such as to amply satisfy the most Aistiiliooa 
reader's ideas of pnetical Justice. We would add a frw wor<s of praise for the eaoel lent 
■tyle In which this book Is gottfn up. It is well printed on gnod paper, and bound In • 
Bianniir to oorrespood with the quality of its typography.**- Arihw/'t Home OatelU. 

** This Is the best of Mr. Bennett's books. It is a brilliant and thrilling pmdueri.tn, 
end will parlieularly interest all who love to read of life In the W^ft and Sooth West. 
A lore storr runs throufrh the Tolume, lending grace and finish to it. Mr. Peterson baa 
lasned the book in very handsome style; the type is new and of h«me8t else, the binding 
is strong aiKl pretnr, the paper is firm and white, and the •B.bellishnH*nts are eminenUy 
ereditable. Clara Moieland shmild command a large aal9.**^PhilaiMftMa CU^ Aem. 

**Oii looking more carefully through this racy, spirited narratire of thrilling sc«nef 
•nd well'toid adT<*ntunM, we meet with beauties that escape a casual ohaenratlon Mr. 
Bennett Is a ki'on disroTerer of ehararii'r, and paints his portraits so true to natnrv as 
to cany the reader with him through ail his wild wanderingi and with unabated 
Interest The author of * Clara Morelaud* takes rank among the moK popular Amerl* 
onn noeellfts, and aided by the gtvat energy of his puUlaher li fitft Hooming a genertl 
ikrorite.**— J/cJMaciltV« Modd Sttuntay Omrier. 

** Emerson Bennett has written some rcry creditable productions. This Is one of his 
longest, and is well rcceivKl. Mr. Bennett is a farorite author with Wasteni readera. 
It is illustrated and well prini/&lV—i*hiliMphia Dtilar Xfwipaper, 

** It is a Ule of wild bordvr life and exciting incident, bustle, and tomMiL"— /"Ml* 
ielphia NnrlM ifmen'oan. 

** Mr. Bennett is, iu some measure, a new man In this section of the nnWerse. and. as 
•uch, our reailinf; pahlie are lioutid to give him a cordial grnpting. not only Ibr this, but 
tar the sake of that widi^prend popularity which be lias achiered in the michty Wt^it, 
and more especially Ibr the intrinsic excel l«*nee that disUiiguiithce his glowing, brilliant 
pmduetions. of which * Clara Morcland* may be pronouneed the hfttV^PkUmie^thia 
Saturday Ctntrier. 

**Thls work is of the most exciting character, and will be eiOoyed by all who haeo a 
«ult.iTeti<l taste."— /^(//imnre Sun. 

*'The Mcne of this inlcreivtioK Romance lies In Texas before or during the late wer 
with Mexico. It is written with a in^'at deal of spirit: it abounds in stirrinx InrUrnts 
and lulTentures. hv a fpxnl lovi*-|>Ii»t inti-rwoven with i^ and is in many n*s|ifvtji a 
fkithful reprt^sentHtion of Ijiff in the Par South-West Mr. B<>nnett is destin«<d to gn^l 
prpularity, especially at tho South and West His publisher has Issued this book In a 
ft IT ban Isome stvte.** — I* hilatMphia Btming BuUriin. 

'* Thb is a thrilling story of (h)ntier life, full of incident, and graphleally akelrfanL 
It is published in a tfood Bt\\f"—P/iiUuUIpfiia PuUie Ltdgtr. 

" Tills is s spirited narretire of stirring scenes, bj Km^rsim Bennett Those who \(fi% 
dnrtif adrenture and hair-breadth esupea will find It an engaging book.** — AsCrvtf, 
iffc/f., Vkiprr. 

'* It is a thrilling narratire of 9outh-Westem adTeBhire, Qlustrated by 
•Bgraeinga.'*— /Mrndt, JficA., /^i;*^ 

**lt I* a wor.drous story of tlirilling adventures and liair>breadth es c a pee, the 

ef whhsfa Is laiJ in the 8outh-Wpst The book is illustrated with encrevings wp i saenV 
teg some of the osdting erents narrated by the WT\Urr.**'-Detrmt^ Mich., Pipft. 

*' It is a work rsplete with stirring; adrenturs. Romance, Inditent and acrklent aft 
Uecdsd luyofthar so as to form a highly intereoting work of 334 pagea.'*->JWne Vwk 



PuUidied and te tale tr T. B. PBTVRSOIf, 

ii Slo. 10« GhMiMul 8tr•c^ Fblladelplll^ 
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ON AND OFF SOUNDINGS. 

[gY i^ (glIB3TtJI!Ml[I3fl ©? ILSOSJii^g. 

A HEW AND EXQUISITELT OBIGIVAL WOSK 

HftTe 7011 read ItT If not, thmi do m. 

Price Fifty Centi in Paper; or Serenty Five Centa in Cloth. 

If lid OaU Sown Abroad it a vplendid work. It ts the PriTata Jonraaf 
ef a (lentleinaD of Leisure and Edacatiou, and of a highly enltivated mind 
fai makini; the Tour oC Europe. It ie haring a sale unprecedented in tho 
annalf of literature, for nothing equal to it in epicineee, riTaeitj, and real 
•AAHAo and obeorvations in daily travel, hat erer appeared firom tho preti. 

TABLE or coif TINTS Of THIS BXTBAOBDINART WOBK. 



Oreninff the Journal. A View in Lyons 

AdTrntitrw in Mranh of Ruin. ATij^non — J^irareb and 
NrtioK Triliut« to LoTe. Laura. 

T\irm D«ip«rat« Days I Oar Flr^t Rufn. 

rh« Poetry of Boa^tdinees. Tb« Uneoniiclouji DIfMdng. 
rhe Red FInnnel NigbtOap. A Craab and ^ Wreck. 
A Ship by Moonlight. The Kallroad of LiA. 

Arrival in lx>ndon. A Night Adrenture. 

I'be l*ark<i of London. '*Tbe Uoda Uke 

POHt's Ouraer, Westminster Gato.** 

Abbey. 
Rttftland's Monaments. 
Mailame Tusaaud'a Wax 

Works. 
rhe ** lleaotleS" of Uamp- 

too Court. 



ears of 



The Triumpha of Neptune. 
The MarquiM* Foot. 
BeauUea of'Naplei Bay. 



Abelard and Helolae. 

Brenea on the Koad. 

The «*Tuffof War." 

** Th«»re they are, by Jorol* 

The Raretfllalred Onel 

Heaven and Hell I 

The *' Hamlet** of ftrolptwo 

The MiMirm 8a<«nuah. 

K9y, Prei>tol Chiingel 

The liaath Seene cf Cle» 

patra. 
An Kulogy oa Tuaeaay. 
A Keal Claude iiunaet. 



Natural History oPlbe Laa* Trbko and Itymn. 



LoTe and I'bikMnphy. 
• (iOTe'i Uibr.r Uiat*' 
4 Pt-ep at ** The Shndea." 
IV* ^'odem * Aaf «alM " 
NoMe Plea for Matiimony. 



saroni 
The True Venus. 
Love and Of votion. 
The >IorUlity of PonpelL 
Prtirefbtion u/ th« Uuat. 
The Aaceat of Ve^urios. 
Tlie A^ountaln KoietKs. 
The llumav Prq)ertile 



rhe LOy on the Shore. 

iBngli»h Mother and Ameri> The City of tl>« Soul. 

ran Daui;hter. The Ot>u|. de Main. 

rhe *• .Maitl ot NormandSa." Ni)eht in the CnliMuni t 



An KfTerting deene. 
• PaHa eiit uo Artist" 
nieUuillittine. 
MJiveus AnctherP* 
Poft MorUm Uctlertioaa. 
riahionaitle Critici>m. 



The Shocking Team I 
yioatiugfi in Ventoe. 
The Venetian Girla. 
The Bell-Crowned Uatl 
The '* Lion's Mouth.** 
llie ** Bri«ige iif Sigh* P* 
A Subtemnenn Fete I 
Byron and Moore In Venlee* 
Diana and Kndymion. 
The Pinch of tfnulT. 
The Itoelc 0x8:81 Cofllnl 
Eooentricity of Art. 
Though ta in a Monastery. 
The ljit(e of Conio. 
Immortal Drummer Boj 
Wit, audita KewarUI 
The Cold llkth. 
'« Here we areP* 



Catliolieity Gimaidered. 

Power PaftKing Away I 

Byron Among the Kuina. 

A Ooesip with the Artiats. 

Speaking Oema. 

" Weep for Adonln I» 
fthiskey Punch and IjOfle. The Lady and iheOod. 

■ hbyln-k aake f«*r JurtloeP* The Seienee of Paalmlstry. The Mountain Rzpc"e. 
>Lorette'*and**Orisette." "Sour Orapea.** The •• La»t Roae of Boa 

Ritwing Day. A Ramble about IItoII. mer.** 

The Tat tun. IllumlnaUon of St. Peter'a Wakinir the Kthnrm, 

the Maaked BalL The •* Nfc>be of Natians." Watehin.; the AvHlanehe. 

fhe liirognita. A Ghoftly i^uel A UeauUful Incident 

lite (. barmii of Parla. ** lion I milt «|ul mal y pense.** A Shot with the Lot t Ik w. 

Clianging lloraoe. A «• Bair without Muaia Mt. Ulane and a full atip. 

Price for the complete work, in paper eover, Fifty cents a copy oniy ; ci 
kandfomely bound in muslin, gilt, for SoTenty-Pive cents. 

Copies of either edition of the work will be sent to any person at all, ti 
aoy r irt of the United States, free of postage, on their remitting the prioi 
ef the cdiiKn they wish, to the publisher, In a letter, post paid. 

Published and fDr Sale b, T. B. PETERSON, 

Ho* 102 €:tie«lnut Street, riillailelpaia 



Bead the Votlces of the Press below. 
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WILD OATS SOWN iBROiD. 

Pzloe 8ev«iitj-KT« Ctnti in Cloth, Gilt; n Fifty CoaU in FiRpor Covn. 

SEAB THE 0FIHI0H8 OF THE FBB88 BELOW. 

** Tbli Yolame is the work of a gentlemaa of leisure, and, jadging fron 
the revelations which he makes, he was edacated wiUi ' elegant defirei^ 
tad sufficient wealth to permit him to indulge his tastes. The sketches 
which are here collected are marked by spirit, TiTaeity, and agreeable de- 
scription. The author writes with the ease of a good, clever fellow, who 
always looks on the bright side of things, and who endeavors to extract 
amusement from the most unpromising subjects. His adventures aro 
candidly told, and be leads the reader into many foreign m.vrteries which 
most travellers avoid. His style is remarkably easy aud flowing. Toa 
glide along without an effort, and be manages to keep up an interest which 
it is the good fortune of few writers to produce. The unknown author baa 
hit the target precisely. Much of the spirit of the late John Sanderson 
flows from his pen, and his volume will form a delightful sequel to the agree- 
able book of that pleasant and witty writer." — Philadelphia Sundaj^ DijpaCcA. 

"In originality of conception, grace of diction, humor of style — in 
elnssic allusion, piquancy, wit, and vivacity, its author stands unrivalled by 
any < light' writer, ancient or modern, with whom we are acquainted. 
Whoever buys the book and reads the opening chapter, we venture to say, 
would not part with it for ten times its cost, if he could not procure an* 
other. We would remark, however, that some portions of the work are 
more suited for gentlemen readers than for all ladies, from the floridity of 
the language, though even in its most questionable paosages there is a 
redeeming morality, and a beauty of style and sentiment." — Philadelphia 
Saturday Courier, 

** It is certainly a vivacioue production, and, with some objecUonabU 
passages, has many good ones. The writer certainly did not belong Uk the 
melancholy or abUemioue school at the time he sketched the scenes .od 
inddents of his travels. He seems to have been deeply imbued at thai 
period with the Byronic temperament, which breathes in almost every line. 
The same versatile, don •. care, dashing and off-hand style which runs 
through the letters and rhymes of the poet, is discernible in this new but 
anonymous candidate for public favor." — Peterehurgh ( Va.) Intelligencer, 

** The publisher has made an elegant volume of these spicy^leaves which 
have all the pungency of the real * Fanny Fern,' with the racy, free spirit, 
that bespeaks the travelled gentleman and the polished wit. Our readera 
have had repeated 'on and off* specimens of the manner in which these 
American 'Wild Oats' were sown upon European soil, and have no doubt 
been heartily amused at the bold, original way in which our gentleman of 
leisure went over the ground. That there may be no suspicion of partiality 
towards city customers, Mr. P. is determined to give both town and country 
a fair show, and so sends copies, free of poetage, on the receipt of fifty 
cents. In this way, nil can be promptly supplied with the gleanings from 
the ripe old harvest fields, where love and philosophy, m skcd balls, and 
monaftturies. London fights, Parisian charms and Italian romance, flourish 
in rich luxuriance." — Philndelphia Saturday Cowrier, 

Copies of either edition of the work will be sent to any person at all, to 
any part of the United Stutr?. frep of »>of«rape, t»n their remitting the prico 
vf ihu edition tluy wi.-h, (o the puhliehcr, in u luller, pot>t paid. 

I'ublxrhvd and for suit* by T. B. PCTEESOR, 

^ No. 103 Chestnut Street FhilEde.iihiju 
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